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These papers are in part a recast of some letters contrib- 
ated to the public press of the United States during a visit 
to Europe in 18^9 and 1880, and in part fresh matter from 
original notes then taken. The wide republication here and 
abroad of many of the newspaper letters suggested the prep- 
aration of this Yolume. 

Tie several sketches are mainly in the direction of com- 
parative studies of social and political life in other countries. 
The volume is, however, less symmetrical in this respect than 
I could have wished now," rbr the reason that this line of 
treatment was not an original plan — the work only drifting 
that way in the gradual course of travel and writing. * 

Comparative study has been the rule of advancement in all 
knowledge this century, and advance in the sciences of politics 
and society will best be made by the same means. We cannot 
compare our own institutions and form of government with 
those of other nations until we understand them, and we can 
never thoroughly understand them until we see them brought 
out in relief against the background of other countries. 

In other countries and in former times responsibility for the 
social and political progress of any nation has been confined 
to a small and highly-favored class. With us it rests upon 
the whole people. The education of foreign travel — once the 
privilege and pleasure of a few — has, therefore, become the 
duty of every American citizen. The citizen is the statesman 
now. If this is not the Providential intent of the flood of 
European travel which annually leaves our shores, it is cer- 
tainly its fortunate opportunity. 

Any contribution, however imperfect, to this comparative 
study of ourselves ought to be of some use to some portions 
of our people. In Chapter XVII. of this work I have at- 
tempted to show that aid in this work is the most usefuJ 
function now left to our diplomatic service and the best reason 
for its present existence. 

Along the pathway of travel and study I have endeavored 
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4 INTRODUCTORY. 

to give, wherever possible, some of that more intimate and 
personal information which every educated traveller so often 
feels the want of, and which for some reason will not get into 
the guide-books — the special uses of special places, the best ^ 
economies of time and route and intellectual energies, the tried 
and tested equipment of books, — that kind of information 
gotten only by experience, always costly, and which to one en 
rovie for the first or only time generally comes too late for use. 

And in this matter of information, a closing word of coun- 
sel. Much of the higher value of travel is often lost for want 
of some reasonable provision beforehand for taking all of the 
advantage of foreign life. Old lands, with their endless asso- 
ciations, have such charms for the New- World citizen that 
he is apt to think of nothing but the pleasure of wandering 
at will among their ruins, their grandeur, their unaccustomed 
and suggestive sights and sounds. • 

The highest expression of any living land, however, is its 
society, which is the fruit of all its years or centuries of 
struggle and longing. He only sees a land who knows its 
people. England, for instance, which, by reason of language 
and race is the most profitable ground for American travel, 
one can only begin to appreciate by meeting personally some 
members of some of its distinctive and defined classes, and 
seeing them in the setting of their own homes. A single 
day spent in a cathedral close ; in an old castle, with an his- 
toric family, still its living soul, yet in it ; in an English 
gentleman's country-house, that charming flower of a well- 
perfected order of life ; in the college-cloisters of one of the 
ancient universities ; in a substantial farm-house ; or, if one 
cannot do any better, in a humble, out-of-the-way inn, will give 
more insight into the social structure and historical civilization 
of England than a whole cycle of existence in hotels or helpless 
rambling with red books among show ruins and over beaten 
highways. These are the pictures which are the real histori- 
cal paintings of the country. To get a stereoscopic view of 
England one should enter all these doors and many others. 
That good fortune, of course, can only come to very few, but 
all may enjoy some one " interior," and frona it, like a skilled 
anatomist, construct to his own conception the whole fabric of 
^e body politic and social. 

FHiKADUinuA, KoTembw 15^ 1880l 
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CHAPTER 1. 

CHESTER. 

Thb Entrance-Porch to England — An Initial Walk — 
The Old Home — Vitiation of the Language— The 
Soldier and the Beggar — Coming Differentiation of 
the English and American Language — The Vignette 
Cathedral Scene of England. 

Chester is the vignette scene of England, and a 
very charming one. Within fifteen miles of Liver- 
pool, and trains running out almost hourly, the expe- 
rienced traveller can, and the judicious one will, avoid 
that monotonous town consecrated to trade and lucre, 
and spend his first night in England in a little country 
village representative and typical of the most English 
of English scenery. Indeed, if circumstances permit, 
I would advise that the visitor walk from Liverpool 
to Chester. It is a short distance, over excellent roads, 
and the walk will give one at once an idea of English 
landscape which it would take weeks of railway travel 
to axjquire. 

The walk will be made along green lanes and by 
hedges and under avenues of great trees which form a 
picture not to be forgotten, and answering completely 
to what is, perhaps, the conventional conception of any 
well-read person of rural England. To an educated 
American, indeed, all England is so familiar by pic- 
tures, literature, and legend that, entering it for the 
first time, he feeLs as if he were coming home again 
instead of visiting a strange land, — ^as if he had been 
there before in a half-remembered childhood or in a 
dream, and were part of it. This indefinable sense of 

a previous knowledge is not, I think, a mere intellee- 
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tual photograph or illusion, the impression of years of 
early or long reading. It is the assertion of a race in- 
stinct. Froissart — that most picturesque of old chroni- 
clers — does not prepare one so for Normandy, nor does 
Boccaccio for Italy. Any one who goes4;o Rome for the 
first time recognizes at once the Pantheon or the Col- 
osseum, and the stranger at Paris enters the Madeleine 
confidently without question of guide or guide-book, 
but he knows them, however, as he knows the pyra- 
mids and obelisks, and he has not that feeling of kin- 
dredsliip, that sense of his own merger in them, which 
is one of the great charms of English travel. 

Although to American eyes simply a charming 
country village of a few thousand inhabitants, Chester 
is l)y English law a city, being a cathedral site, and 
fairly bubbles over with tradition, legend, and history, 
80 that one feels like looking on its very humblest 
people with respect as the richly-dowered " heirs of all 
the ages." These heirs, however, save the cultured 
aristocracy, who are few in numbers and mostly of ec- 
clesiastical savor or relation of some kind to the cathe- 
dral, with its ancient establishment, seem poor and 
struggling, and I fancy would gladly give up all their 
historic privileges for a quarter-sec^tion of American 
prairie. 

Our Pennsylvania town preserves the full name and 
tradition of this site better than its English ancestor. 
For long periods of history this old Chester was known 
as West Chester, — just what it was under the Romans, 
the " west camp" of the province, " Chester" being the 
ver}' natural corruption of our rude forefathers for the 
Latin casbra. Chester's first interest, indeed, comes to 
us from its associations as an ancient Roman fortress or 
stronghold. Here, about the time of Christ, was sta- 
tioned tile Twentieth Legion (about a brigade of our 
army), keeping down our barbarian ancestors. Stone 
coffins and other Roman antiquities are still dug up 
from time to time, and one or two handsome Roman 
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crypts, discovered after centuries of disuse^ have been 
put to modern use as wine-cellars. It is a natural mili- 
tary position, having been seized on by those excellent 
soldiers, the Romans, and well fortified, and has been 
a centre of tough fighting ever since. Its distinction 
in this respect is grounded on sound military and geo- 
graphical reasons, and will endure. When d^iQ Romans 
had gone, ^he Danes held its abandoned walls to the 
bitter end against King Alfred. It was the last point 
taken by William the Conqueror, the last fortress to 
lower the Saxon standard before the Norman banners. 
From a tower on its walls, which is now a relic, they 
show you the spot where King Charles I. stood and 
saw his army and his kingdom melt away before his 
eyes down on the moors below. There will be a battle 
here again wlien the Germans invade England, if Eng- 
lishmen still keep up their fathers' fashion of fighting 
for their soil inch by inch. From a military point of 
view, Chester is topographically " the last ditch" of a 
lost cause in England. 

All the town is surrounded by a huge wall with 
balustrades of brick, and at the angles fortified with 
towers, which in their day swept the faces of their 
sections of the wall and commanded its approaches. 
Along the top of this wall you walk now, and see on 
one side the moors — which, I.suppose, in the old times, 
when defence was the first consideration, could be 
flooded by the Dee, a tranquil little stream answering 
in size and appearance to the American creek — ^and 
the other the near hills of Wales. Our guide, an en- 
thusiastic and slightly bibulous " freeman ■ of Chester, 
looked on these hills yet with only half-repressed in- 
dignation as the abode of marauders and thieves, whom 
we might momentarily expect to swoop down. In- 
deed, in the excitement of historic declamation, relating 
the past military and ecclesiastical glories of his native 
city, I think sometimes he got the centuries mixed up, 
and miujy^led his own troubles with the statelier tragedies 
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which marked the fall of thrones and tamed the course 
of history. 

Inside the walls, in the "old city/' every building 
and street is quaint and picturesque, and the narrow 
ways are fairly crowded with houses that are historic 
and pregnant with suggestion. There is the summer 
residence of King Henry VIII., a low, mud-walled 
building, not twelve feet high, but which so short a 
time ago was a fit dwelling K)r a monarch. It sounds 
rather comical now, but there is in Chester a charitable 
foundation of this many-wived King Henry for the 
perpetual support of "six widows." The widows are 
to-aay enjoying this benefit 

Through a brick alley-passage not five feet wide 
you come on the ancient palace of the great Earl of 
Derby, a soldier and statesman, who in old times 
headed armies, levied war against his king, and for 
that act parted with his head on the scaffold. This 

Elace is a rackety structure of two low stories, hardly 
igh enough to stand up in, and is now occupied by a 
family of the poorest sort in a city where poverty 
is squalid and wretched to an extent that we happily 
know nothing of. A dirty, red-haired girl with torn 
petticoats and a hungry-looking face received us on 
the threshold and offered the modern hospitalities of 
the palace. 

Another building strikingly quaint and suggestive 
of ancient manners is a long, low structure, gabled and 
antique, which, some six or seven hundred years ago, 
was the residence of a great bishop who ruled in Chester. 
It is more spacious and imposing than either of the 
others just mentioned. Along the entire front, of some 
eighty feet, runs a gallery something like the inclosed 
porch of a Lancaster County hotel. The whole front 
of this house, from the roof to the ground, is covered 
with carved and graven images in wood of curious and 
often grotesque design. Two entirely nude figures, 
man and woman, are shown you by the guide, and one 
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fa9ade bas been cancelled and shaven plain^ tbe imagery 
being too gross for modern eyes. 

These odd old buildings^ their whole fronts covered 
with curious wooden carvings, and many of them de- 
voted now to the commonest and humblest uses, give a 
general effect to Chester which is stronger and more im- 
pressive than any of the detached " shows'^ which here, 
as in any locality, are always forced on the stranger. 
This fantastic tracery of steep gables and overhanging 
eaves and brown skeleton rafters, the lean ribs of cen- 
turies, and quaint relievos, half-religious, half-pagan, — 
this and the beautiful view stretching out over peaceful 
water and meadow to the delicate filmy contour of the 
Welsh mountains are the pictures of the place. 

The great sight of Chester, of course, is her cathedral, 
the central point which ^thers up her history from the 
time of King Alfred. It is not large compared with 
others in the island, but, half in ruins, is beautiful and 
picturesque beyond description. This cathedral, like 
all the great churches of England, is a pantheon. In 
St. Paurs and Westminster fie the dead of the nation. 
In Chester and other country churches or cathedrals 
sleep the local great. These grand graves, where those 
men who have deserved well of their country and their 
fellows are gathered in noble companionship and hon- 
ored for ages, are a powerful stimulus to great thought 
and heroic action, and must tend strongly to elevate 
those who live near them and worship in them, drawmg 
them daily away from the ignoble struggle for mere 
gain of money, and lifting them up to better things. 
For in all this country, for which wealth has done sc 
much, I have not found one name enshrined there in 
honor merely for its riches, and any man or boy may 
be buried in the greatest church of his county or the 
kingdom if he does some service to his fellows worthy 
of recognition and remembrance. In this beautiful 
cathedral of Chester, consecrated by art, legend, and re- 
ligion, among the bishops and statesmen and gienerals 
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of centuries, I have found the names of young soldiers^ 
without rank, fortune, or family, who died only a few 
years ago in the Crimea. 

In St. PauFs graud pile, where lie Wellington, and 
Nelson, and Sir John Moore, and Dr. Samuel Johnson, 
and John Howard, and Bishop Heber, and Sir Joshua 
Reynolds, there are inscribed, with equal honor, the 
names of some poor unknown ship-boys who in a great 
naval action went down nobly, standing to their 
duty as grandly and as faithfully as admiral or general. 
As I looked at this tablet some young sergeants, proud 
of their early chevrons, and of a regiment on its way 
to the African war, were poring earnestly over the 
names, and I knew that the real service of this cathe- 
dral would be offered some day in silence on the battle- 
fields of Zululand. 

It is impossible, of course, to describe in words such 
a cathedral as this, — a building which is the result of 
the consecrated labor, art, and devotion of centuries. 
And it is but one of many. They must be seen to be 
conceived, and when seen can only be known through 
the eye of culture and history. 

Chester cathed^^al is not by any means the one to 
select as the prelude to a course of systematic study, 
but it does well enough to break in with. One must 
do his aesthetic teething somewhere, and Chester answers 
very well for that purpose. 

Right here at Chester, on the threshold of England 
one strikes an English habit which is offensive to Amer- 
ican taste, and which will jar on the ear during one's 
entire stay in the country, — viz., the corruption, by illiter- 
ate contraction, of the language. This process of de- 
terioration is going steadily on in all classes. Cheshire, 
the county name, is slovenly and ignorant English for 
Chestershire, but it has been adopted by all England, 
although its origin must have been from the thick-lipped 
binds. Cheshire is clownish, and means nothing; Ches- 
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tershire is sonorous, stately, and records two volumes of 
English national history, — the Latin rule of the camp 
and the Saxon rule of the shire. 

The lower-class Englishman is thoroughly illiterate, 
and often succeeds in stamping his illiteracy on the na- 
tion. There cannot be a neglected class in any com- 
munity without the whole community suffering for it. 
Just as the Southern people in our country acquired a 
negro twang and dialect, the black nurses teaching it 
to the white children, so to-day the English language in 
England suffers at the hands of its large uneducated 
and neglected class, and it has come to pass that Eng- 
lish gentlemen cannot keep ^ven their aristocratic 
names intact, but accept them back from their servants 
aiutilated and vulgarized in sound. Thus Beauchamp 
has deteriorated to Beacham, Beauvoir to Beaver, Stan- 
hope to Stannup, Cholmondeley to Chumly, St. John 
to Sinjin, Marjoribanks to Marshbanks, Worcester to 
Wooster, Leicester to Lester, Greenwich to Greenitch, 
Gha worth to Chorth, Woolwich to Woolich, Ha worth 
to Horth, Hawarden to Harden, Warwick to Warick, 
Taliaferro to Toliver, St. Botolph's-town to Boston, 
Sandys to Sands, Wemyss to Weems, Dillwyn to Dil- 
Ian, Strachan to Strawn, Main wearing to Mannering, 
and so on from one end of the island to the other. 

This vulgar and servile pronunciation, especially of 
the lordly old Norman names, is very marked and very 
unpleasant to a stranger. But it is retribution. Eng- 
land has not been true to her trust in the matter of 
common education. With universities and schools far 
beyond anything we can pretend to, with a clergy 
educated greatly beyond our grade and enjoying in the 
days of priories and abbeys the monopoly of educa- 
tion, she has kept her talent of learning selfishly folded 
in a napkin for the exclusive uses of one class. Now 
the wronged classes avenge themselves. 

Indeed, the wrong against the noble language of Mil- 
ton and Shakespeare is very prevalent throughout all 
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England, high and low. If the lower-olass Englishman 
drops his "h's/' the apper-class Englishman drops his 
'* w's ;" and I do not know that the offence is in any 
way mitigated because fashion approves the one elision 
and disapproves the other. "Extracrdinary^' is a ^ood 
shibboleth with which to test the Englishman. Very 
rarely does he successfully master the " d." 

It sometimes seems as if the special function' of the 
United States with r^ard to our common English lan- 
guage were to be its preservation by the general educa- 
tion of the whole people. England has shown that no 
special oentresof education, however excellent, respected, 
or sacred, will protect the purity of the tongue against 
masses of ignorance and servility. 

This lazy vitiation of the English by the dropping 
of letters, and sometimes of whole syllables, is in con- 
stant progress in England on a grand scale, enervating 
the language in form and sound, and were there no 
communication between the two countries would soon, 
with other influences, result in two tongues related to 
each other like French and Spanish or Spanish and 
Italian. As it is, the process of differentiation has al- 
ready set in, but it is hourly counteracted by the inces- 
sant intercommunication of the two peoples. 

As this different use of words will confront the 
stranger all the time in England, I give here some 
illustrations to show on how large a scale the variation 
has already b^un : 

English, American, 

Shop. Store. 

Shopkeeper. Storekeeper, merchant. 

Shares, shareholder. Stock, stockholder. 

Chairman (of a company). President. 

Railway. Railroad. 

High level (railway). Elevated. 

Station. Depot. 

Shunt. Switch. 

Stoker. Fireman. 

Guard. Conductor. 

Driver. Engineer. 
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English, 

Bookings ffice. 
Goods. 
Carriage. 
** The cars." 
Line. 
Chemist. 
Lift. 

Tram, tramways. 
Outing. 
Post. 
To book. 

To post (a letter). 
To book (a seat). 
To " take in" (a newspaper) 
Quite, In the sense of 
Public-house. 
Spirits. 
Meat-shop. 
Tub. 

Cab, cabman. 
Inn. 

Luggage, luggage-van. 
To register (luggage). 
Stick. 

The hustings. 
The Ministry. 
Member. 

" Congesting a seat" for Parlia- 
ment. 



Ameriea$^ 

Ticket-ofSce. 

Freight. 

Car. 

"The train." 

Track. 

Druggist. 

Elevator. 

Street-cars. 

Excursion. 

Mail. 

To charge. 

To mail. 

To buy a ticket. 

To subscribe for. 

Entirely. 

Tavern. 

Liquor. 

Butcher-shop. 

Bath. 

Hack, hack-driver. 

Hotel. 

Baggage, baggage-wagon, -car. 

To check (baggage). 

Cane. 

The stump. 

The Cabinet. 

Representative. 

" Kunning" for Congress. 



Who c|in translate into exact American " young pei^ 
son" as uttered by a British dame? How shall one ex- 
press, under our diiferent social conditions, the contempt 
and disgust of *^ cad" ? What equivalent have we on 
this side of the Atlantic for those great structural ver- 
tebrae of an Englishman's speech, "really," "ah/* 
" haw," " now" ? 

' Were it not for the large and continuous intercom- 
munication of books and magazines and newspapers, 
of letters and telegrams and travel, the languages would 
even now be standing widely apart. 

The "Rows," the guide-book feature of Chester, were 

a disappointment. They are a curiosity, of course, but 
b 2* 
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greatly overrated. The best description, perhaps, is in 
one of Dickens's later novels, but the great novelist 
wrote of them like a reporter paid by the column, and 
from his trained imagination built up a curiously in- 
volved and very interesting structure on a rather com- 
monplace foundation of fact. The Rows run only for 
a few short blocks, and are simply a deep porch set far 
in each house and open from house to house. One 
can walk continuously for the distance of a block along 
the porches just as on the street below. At the end of 
each block, however, he must descend to the street, 
ascending again at the next block. In time, small shops 
have been opened in the second story, and you have 
thus a double shopping-front for a small distance. It 
is only this, and nothing more. 

Chester's greatness and interest lie in her historic 
riches, — her wealth of culture, legend, religious tradi- 
tion, and power, — and it seems a pity that she should be 
labelled and ear-marked for travellers by what is at best 
but a curiosity and but an item in her vast repertoire 
of things curious and quaint. 

Entering this pleasing vestibule of England, you 
meet at once two figures unpleasant to the American 
eye, — the soldier and the beggar. Here they are in 
these quiet sylvan shades and echoless cloisters, and 
they never leave you wherever you go in Europe. The 
poverty and beggary of Chester are very repulsive to 
one unacquainted with the squalor and wretchedness of 
this continent, and it is something very sad to see them 
in a village town whose chief monument and distinction 
is a venerable cathedral, and which itself is almost a 
cathedral close. The British scarlet and gold, too, 
flashes along these leafy streets and under ruined walls 
and still moss-grown arches, — wherever, in fact, a Brit- 
ish nursemaid strays. The English drum-beat echoes 
every day around the entire globe, which is grand, but 
it is also heard every night in every peaceful county 
of England, which is not so grand. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

YORK. 

Ak Old Cathedeal Oitt — The Gateway to Historic-Eno- 
LAKD — ^A Traveller's Plight — The English Cathedrals 
— Stort of their Building and what they Cost — The 
NEW Uses of the Old Temples Stripped of their Pic- 
tures AND Idols — An English Rest. 

York is the historic gateway by which to enter Eng^ 
land. The stress of modern travel carries one to 
Liverpool, and, while its suburban confine of Chester is 
a very picturesque and pleasing vignette portal, it has 
no historical significance. The traveller who comes to 
study England will do well to leave there after a day 
and strike directly for York. This is in conflict with 
all the modern routes of travel ; but, as these routes 
have been determined for the use and advantage of 
railway companies rather than the pleasure or profit of 
travellers, they are no guide to an intelligent seeing of 
the country, and are often a harm. 

York was a stronghold of our ancient Briton fathers 
and a capital seat of rude power away back in the mists 
before the time of Christ. It was the capital of the 
Roman empire in Britain, and the old Roman military 
walls around the city are still standing in a wonderful 
state of preservation. You could fight a battle from 
them to-day did the conditions of modern warfare allow 
it. In the streets and buildings and remains you see 
the record successively of the Roman period of English 
history, the Saxon, the Norman, and modern England 
from the Plantagenets through the Commonwealth down 
to Victoria. In the walls and arches of the great 
minster you read the whole history of English archi" 
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tecture, — Saxon, Norman, Late Norman, Early English, 
Decorated, Early Perpendicular, Perpendicular, Late 
Perpendicular. York is a kindergarten of English 
history for grown folks. 

In its name York is another illustration of the in- 
herited and hopeless tendency of the Englishman to a 
corruption, by contraction, of the language. " York'^ 
is the stately and civilized " Eboracum'' of the Latins 
as it has come down to us through the thick-lipped 
Saxons and half-articulating Britons, only the rude 
guttural remains of a once polished word. 

Coming to York on* the last day of a racing week, I 
had an experience very odd to an American. This 
town, with a modern population of fifty thousand and 
some twenty centuries of dignity, has hardly the hotel 
accommodation of one of our Western towns of ten 
thousand people. Every inn was full, and the land- 
lords did not seem to feel under the least obligation to 
provide for any one. When all their rooms were full 
they seemed to think their duty ended, although this 
thing must occur again and again. In nearly all the 
old towns of England the hotel provision is simply 
ridiculous, judged by our necessities. After driving to 
the half-dozen or so modest-sized inns of the place 
without getting a lodgment, I was about taking the train 
again to find a roof for the night, when some citizen 
who had watehed the quest directed me to a private 
house where lodging, he thought, might be had. I 
found there very good apartments and fair service 
and meals, but at a cost greater than the Windsor in 
New York or the St. George in Philadelphia. 

Much of the interest of the town attaches to its 
Norman period, as you read it in castle and bar and 
ruined abbey, although in this epoch of its splendor 
and power York was but a town of ten thousand in- 
habitants. The NormanSy however, cared very little 
for monotonous figures. Although great sailors, they 
had only moderate capacity as traders ; but as soldiers, 
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priests^ artists, poets and builders, the force of their 
time, they left their stamp indelibly. They made his- 
tory rather than textile fabrics or patent machinery. 

The glory of York, however, — as it is one of the 
glories of England, — is its great cathedral or minster ; 
and it is the object chiefest worthy of study in the 
place. It is indeed a very good specimen with which to 
begin the study of the English cathedrals. These noble 
cathedrals of England, spread over all the land, are 
one of the first and strongest impressions of the king- 
dom on the stranger. They are so grand, so beautiful, 
so living, like breathing hearts of stone, that seeing 
them one feels at once as if he had never seen a church 
before. They seem not of this world, but of some 
other world ; higher and better houses not made with 
hands, but born of an art and a conception beyond 
our modem powers. 

But when one reflects what they are and what they 
mean, they start a singularly involved social problem, 
and the cold judgment inclines against them. They 
are the product and represent that dreary and profitless 
stretch of English history from the Norman conquest 
to the Reformation, — five wretched centuries of want 
and ignorance and human suffering and stagnation. 
They are the outcome, and with a few castles and 
splendid abbeys the whole outcome, of the five hundred 
years in which England was a province of the modern 
Roman empire, the people and the kings of England 
ruled over by cardinal-princes, — the ecclesiastical pro- 
consuls of Rome. During this period all the other 
countries of Europe were similar provinces, and these 
wonderful cathedrals went up in them all. You recog- 
nize at once the essential idea of them, the grand con- 
ception, the spirit of the work, as you meet them again 
in France and Germany and North Italy. The ca- 
thedral stands out everywhere as the dominant idea of 
that period and the symbol of its power. This idea in 
the different development of our day is lost, and you 
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cannot reprwluce these old cathedrals now. It hab 
been tried, but with inevitable failure. No study jor 
imitation of the old proportions will fashion a building 
like unto those which yet speak for their dead age. 
You may get something which is like the form, but it 
is not the living form ; it is a corpse. The soul has 
forever fled. 

Now, what is painful to think of in relation to these 
lovely cathedrals is this : These magnificent buildings, 
that^eem almost to glow with faith and beauty, drank 
the life-blood of England. During the period of their 
building England was almost stationary. There was 
no social advance and no social hope. There were no 
homes in England as we know them now. There was 
no freedom as we know it now, little of comfort, and 
nothing of progress. From a.d. 1100 to a.d. 1400 the 
population of England advanced but ten per cent, a 
century, less than one-tenth of one per cent, a year. 
For the people there was no wealth, no education, no 
trade or commerce. There was deficient food, shelter, 
and clothing, and, in consequence, continuous disease 
and epidemic. There was chronic war. It was a time 
of plague, pestilence, and famine, of battle and murder, 
and of sudden death. There was no science, there was 
no art save in the direction of ecclesiastical architecture 
diid adornment. 

Yet it was the same England, with the same people, 
soil, climate, and resources, as to-day. But one-fourth 
of the adult population of that time are computed to 
have been priests, monks, nuns, and their hangers-on 
and attendants, non-productive persons and an eco- 
nomic burden on the other three-fourths, whose produc- 
tive powers were still further lessened by a long list of 
saints days, and a heavy drain for military purposes. 
This is the England of these beautiful abbeys and ven- 
erable priories and stately cathedrals. All over Europe 
these buildings are a magnificent demonstration of or- 
ganized ecclesiastical power and a wonderful flowering 
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of fiesthetic force, but it has been all at the cost and sac- 
rifice of the common people, whose " bodies are the 
temples of the living God/^ For them these silent 
gray cathedrals meant intellectual and civil starvation, 
social degradation, physical ill health, and the shorten- 
ing of life. 

For one who wants to drink in the beauty of the 
cathedrals of Europe it is better to begin with those of 
England, — Lincoln, and Ely, and Peterborough, and 
Durham, and Lichfield, and Canterbury, and Salisbury, 
and Exeter, and Winchester, and Wells, all of which 
are worth a visit, and many others. It is better to 
begin with these English cathedrals and enjoy them 
while one may; for, with all their impressive splendor 
to our unaccustomed Puritan eyes, they come to look 
empty and bare and cold after one has once felt the 
sensuous glories of the churches of Southern Europe. 
The beauty of these Northern churches is too severely 
intellectual in contrast with the warmth and rich color 
of the South.^ Coming back from there, one feels the 
nakedness of the stern gray cathedrals of England 
and longs for the Madonnas and bright coloring of Italy, 
the ascending incense, the burning lamps and warm pic- 
tures, the family altars, the noble armies of saints, the 
marble flight of pure white angels, — thousands and thou- 
sands of them, — and the splendor of the trembling altar 
with its sacred lights flaming over silver and precious 
stones. 

To tell the truth, although our Church-of-England 
friends never quite like to hear it, these great cathedrals 
of jjieirs were built by the Eoman Catholic Church, 
They belong, with all their splendors, t>o it, with all its 
defects. Their present use is unsympathetic and an an- 
achronism. Robbed of their saints and swinging cen- 
sers, their beautiful idols and graven images and poly- 
theistic chapefe, they are a cold void. For the present 
Church-of-England service they have little more special 
appropriateness than has a Greek temple. And ao 
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it has come to pass that in some of them the choir is 
inclosed from floor to roof on all sides, and fashioned 
into a new Protestant church within the old cathe- 
dral, conformed to the exigencies of the modern 
worship. 

For the American stranger, to whom the outside of 
the Old World is all a poem, York is a delightful old 
town just to wander through alone and at will. It is 
full of quaint and ancient little streets, overhanging 
houses, antiquated stone seats and remains, odd nooks 
and corners that have come down from the Middle Ages. 
In all its streets you read the legend of Roman and 
Saxon and Dane and Norman and Puritan. On its 
walls you see the Plantagenet and Tudor emblems. At 
one sweep in a few hours in York you may find Roman 
altars and coffins and forgotten household gods, Saxon 
monuments, Norman fortifications, the poor dwellings 
of the people in mediaeval times, Elizabethan manors, 
and the unimpressive because familiar building of our 
own day. 

York was once the northern metropolis of England, 
a centre of fashion and political life, and dividing eccle- 
siastical power with Canterbury and London at a time 
when ecclesiasticism was the force of the realm. Now 
the railways have drawn all that to London, and York is 
a quiet, easy-going old cathedral city, eminently respect- 
able, aristocratic, and rather sleepy. As a social study I 
have no doubt it is interesting and worth investigation, 
but it was not my fortune to know it save from the out- 
side. A cathedral city is itself an order of life and 
society unknown tons, and which it would take a novel 
to reveal. 

There are three clubs in York, and they show how 
the lines are drawn. One, and the leading, the York- 
shire, is for " county gentlemen" ; the York is for 
" city professional gentlemen" ; while the third and last, 
the City, is for " tradesmen." 

York, with a population of fifty thousand, and tb' 
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capital of the largest county in England, — Yorkshire,— 
covering a population of about two and a half millions 
of souls, has just three weekly newspapers. 

It is an English town from top to bottom, old- 
fasftioned, comfortable, dignified, and satisfied with it- 
self. There is nothing in our land with which to con- 
trast it or run a parallel. There is probably no way in 
which a stranger would get a better inside conception 
of English provincial life of a high order than by aving 
for a few weeks in York ; and if one were fatigued or 
exhausted by the wear and tear of the ocean, it >«rould 
be an excellent and profitable resting-place. 

YOBK, EKaLAND 
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Anne Hatheway's Cottage as it stands To-dat — A Farm 
Village— Shakespeare's Love in the Thatcheb Cot- 
tage — The Local Affection for the Stort. 

I HAVE walked to-day from here to the neighboring 
village of Shottery to see the cottage where Anne Hathe- 
way lived and where Shakespeare won her. It was a 
charming bit of representative English scenery, that 
landscape and view so unlike our own, and yet so 
familiar through literature and tradition that it always 
seems to me as if I had seen it before in dreams or some 
previous condition of existence. I followed a footpath 
across the fields, with old-fashioned stiles at every fence 
and hawthorn hedges along the lanes, — the very path 
trod by Shakespeare in his quest of Anne. Tradition 
does not say how often he had to walk it. 

The cottage, a quaint, straw- thatched building ^nv. 
B 8 
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ered with ivy and rose-bushes, is in a good state of 
preservation. The old house, which was, for its time, 
commodious and of some pretensions, is now occupied 
by three families, — farm laborers. The central divis- 
ion, which is formed of the hall and main fireplace,^nd 
tlie sitting-room of the old building as it stood in 
Shakespeare's time, is now known as the Hatheway 
cottage, and is kepi much as it stood then, with some 
of the old furniture and heirlooms of the family. An 
elderly woman, with the pleasant manners of the hum- 
ble classes here, received me, and showed a real and in- 
telligent interest in explaining the legend and relics of 
the place. In answer to a question, she told me she 
was herself a Hatheway, and that her family had lived 
on the spot ever since the time of Shakespeare, as well 
as for generations before. 

• Although the exterior of the house is of humble ap- 
pearance, the Hatheway family must have been of the 
better sort in their days. The room where Shakespeare 
made love — or where Anne made love to him, as a 
somewhat cynical and mature damsel of the place, who 
seemed to look on my walk to Shottery parish as a 
kind of mild lunacy, informed me — is a large room, 
some fifteen feet square, handsomely panelled in oak. 
h is flagged with broad stones, worn smooth by the 
steps of generations, looking rude to us, but which was 
the comfortable custom of the time. The great feature 
of the room is the wide, old-fashioned chimney-place, 
in which you can sit, and sitting look up through to 
the sky. In the left wing of tliis capacious fireplace, 
as you face it, there is cut or built in the wall the 
bacon-closet, still serving that homely use for the 
Hatheways of 1880. On the right side stands the 
" court in'-settle,'' as my old friend phrased it, a very 
rude wooden bench, some five feet long, with back and 
low arms. This seat my guide was sure was the real 
and verita!)le place which did the work, and carried the 
Hatheway family into legend and history. On it sat 
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at the time of my visit a young girl of sixteen, sewing 
some homely work, — ^a Hatheway without a Shakespeare. 

Up a narrow and humble wooden stairway you reach 
the half-story rooms, which are now and were in the 
sixteenth century the sleeping-apartments of the family. 
The bedstead, the central feature, is further evidence of 
the substantial standing of the family. It is hand- 
somely carved with scroll-work and human figures^ 
some of them resembling the grotesque carving seen in 
ancient cathedrals. This work appears, by its style and 
class, to date about four hundred years ago. The bed has 
been in the Hatheway family ever since their name be- 
came a matter of interest, and is believed by them to have 
been used for generations before. It is not in use now> 
and is furnished with very heavy and soft linen, woven 
in the famaily, and hemmed with wonderful elaboration. 
This, too, an heirloom from more prosperous times. In 
this bedroom is a spinning-wheel seat, allied to have 
been immortalized by Shakespeare, but the good dame 
would not give the passage by which his kindly re- 
membrance had carried the homely object into literature. 

This room, the old state bedroom of the family, 
like its adjoining mate, the present sleeping-apartment 
of the house, is so low that you touch the ceiling every- 
where except in the centre, and the joists and rafters 
are joined together not by nails but by wooden pegs. 

The Hatheways of Shakespeare's time were '* yeo- 
men,^^ a class of British society that has pretty much 
disappeared. The people who live in their cottage to- 
day are farm-laborers, a class so poor and ignorant and 
hopeless of any future that we happily have no equiv- 
alent to it in the United States. This fact accounts for 
much of the contrast between the substance and com- 
fort indicated by these relics and traditions of the past 
and the meagreness and poverty of the family to-day. 
It makes this humble cottage, also, an instructive illus- 
tration of a very unsatisfactory change that has been 
going on in the lower order of English society. 
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Visitors, the Hatheway dowager informed me, came 
often, but not so many in these hard times as in years 
before. The Americans, she said, were " the best;" and 
to my inquiry as to what was best, she said they took 
most interest and seemed most pleased. I was pretty 
sure my hostess took me for an American prince, and 
so, noblesse obligS^ gave her a shilling, where I think a 
sixpence was the usual gratuity. This modest British 
coin brought me a shower of blessings and kind wishes, 
and, what was more practical, somQ snowdrops and 
*' rosemary for remembrance" from the garden. Indeed, 
the real gratitude which a shilling given to a decent 
man or woman in this land always evokes is sad evi- 
dence of the narrow margin of existence here. Life is 
a struggle, and the poor go into it burdened and handi- 
, ca^)ed almost beyond hope. 

In the modest garden of the cottage, planted with 
box, lavender, marigold, rosemary, pansy, thyme, and 
other familiar English flowers and shrubs, stands the 
well of pure cold water, in the same place and serving the 
same homely uses as of old. It is doubtful, however, if 
Shakespeare ever drank of it. The Englishman of the 
sixteenth century, like the Englishman of the nine- 
teenth, I suppose, confined himself to ale. 

In my walk across-fields from Stratford-on-Avon to 
Shottery, the footpath of course often diverged, and I 
was forced to inquire of those I met the way. I was 
much struck with the familiar knowledge of all with 
the story of Shakespeare's love, and their simple pride 
in it. In other localities where there were famous 
churches, in which good knights and old earls famous in 
history lay buried, I have often inquired of respectable- 
looking people and found them ignorant of or only half 
acquainted with the great historic features of these 
places. In Warwick, for instance, I found several 
worthy people who seemed to know nothing of the 

freat Earl of Leicester, and not to care much whether 
is body was in their church or not. All around Shot 
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tery, however, the name of Anne Hatheway was a 
household word and the humble thatched cottage a 
shrine. Some rude farm-laborers, who spoke so thickly 
I could hardly understand them, and used language so 
provincial as not to seem English to American ears, 
and some bright little boys hardly twelve years old, 
alike gave intelligent answers, showed a friendly sym- 
pathy in my quest, and seemed to think my pilgrimage 
the right and proper and natural thing to do. 

This is ** Shakespeare land." The town lives and 
moves and has its being in his memory and tradition. 
His body lies buried here in a beautiful and stately 
edifice, — a noble shrine to which the culture and genius 
of the world come to worship; the house in which he 
was born has been carefully and faithfully restored, 
and is held in honorable trust for the use and devotion 
of posterity; the dwelling in which he died is set apart 
from common uses, and is to be the site of a grand 
memorial monument ; but the hearts of this people go 
out in simple love and affection to the little cottage 
where he loved, even though historic gossip suggests 
and calm reflection convinces one that the passionate 
fascination of a boy of eighteen for an innocent crea- 
ture of twenty-six was not a purely idyllic romance. 

I am staying here at the Red Horse Inn, a house 
which has the enviable distinction of having its adver- 
tisement drawn by Washington Irving. He introduced 
it into American literature in his first letters from Eng- 
land, and it has ever since enjoyed a rich castom of 
American travel, and is wortny of it. Irving, long 
years ago, wrote with grateful feeling of its good cheer, 
its solid comforts, its homelike domesticity, its honest 
wines, and its pretty waiting-maids, and the house keeps 
up well its reputation in all these essential points. Of 
the inns of England suffice it to say that, while some- 
what expensive as compared with our hotels, they are 

a delightful experience in life which I fear we shall 

8* 
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lyiver have in our country. Neither our landlords are 
solid and unassuming enough to give them nor our 
people sensible enough to demand and have them. I 
nave tried three now, — the Craven Arms, at Coventry, 
"the Warwick Arms, at Warwick, and the classic Red 
Horse here, — ^and understand the reason of their aflFec- 
tionate remembrance in English literature. 
St&atfobd-on-Atov. 



CHAPTER IV. 

READING IN BERKSHIRE. 

Readiko of England and Reading of Pennsylvania — 
Comparative Picture of Two County Towns — Blood is 
Stronger than Water. 

Reading of England, like the familiar Reading of 
our Pennsylvania, is the capital town of the county of 
Berks, here often called Berkshire, — the shire or shriev- 
alty of Berks. The two towns are almost about the 
same size, — 42,000 to 45,000 inhabitants. Reading of 
England figures in the directories at 27,000, but the 
town of Early, which is built into it so that the stmnger 
cannot tell in which municipal corporation he may be, 
is substantially and popularly a part of Reading, and 
brings its population up to the figures of its New- World 
namesake. 

England's Berks County has a population of 196,475, 
and an acreage of 450,132 acres. The Pennsylvania 
Berks has a population of something over 100,000, and 
an acreage something over 600,000 acres. They are 
near enough to make a parallel have some interest. 

Politically, all comparison ceases. Berks of Penn- 
sylv ania, with its Reading in it, sends one member to 
the House of Representatives of the United States, and 
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Bends him by male or manhood suffrage, every male 
citizen of age and not convicted of an infamous offence 
having an equal voice in the selection of the repre- 
sentative. The Berkshire of England, with only 7741 
legal votes, sends to the House of the Commons of the 
United Kingdom three members, two of whom are 
Conservatives and one Liberal ; while Readingtown in 
its own right, on a r^istry of 4721 votes, sends two 
more members, both of whom are in this Parliament 
Liberals. Then Abingdon, with 890 votes, Walling- 
ford, with 1204 votes, and Windsor, with 2064 votes, 
all boroughs in the same county, send one member each, 
two of whom are Conservatives and one Liberal. Eight 
members, therefore, are sent from the county of Berks, 
and, as it may often happen under the peculiar British 
system of voting and representation, they are exactly 
divided as to party. Berks County, therefore, pairs 
itself in the House of Commons. I write of the 
House which expired in 1880. 

The county is represented in the upper house by all 
Its peers, be they one or twenty. It is to be said, how- 
ever, for the honor of the peers, that its members when 
sitting as legislators rise above sectional or local feelings 
and sit for the whole country, — i.e., when that does not 
conflict with their sitting for their own class. I am 
glad of the opportunity to make this political contrast, 
for it is only by such pictures that one can set forth the 
wide differences of detail in the practical politics of the 
two countries. 

The Reading I write from is a very ancient site. It 
emerges in a shadowy way out of the night of history, 
and first appears in recorded tradition as Eedinges, 
which has very naturally softened into Reading. The 
Danes and Saxons fought around here one thousand 
years ago. King Alfred the Great once or more visited 
the spot. Parliaments of England sat here when the 
Parliament was a peripatetic and experimental institu- 
tion, wandering around as our own Continental Congress 
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onoe did through York and Lancaster and Philadelphia 
Archbishop Laud and John Bunyan were familiar with 
its streets. An old King Henry, about 1100, founded 
for it a magnificent abbey to house and accommodate 
two hundred Benedictine monks, — the same fortunate 
fellows who once enjoyed the historic cloisters of West- 
minster Abbey and were a great order in England. 
The stately ruins of this grand old abbey, artistically 
clad in fresh and neatly-kept ivy, jealously guarded 
from decay on the one hand or too perfect restoration 
on the other, are now the pride and glory of the Reading 
of to-day. It is, in truth, a very striking and vener- 
able pile. The great old walls, with gates and arch- 
ways and massive works still standing in the rough 
outline of hall and chapel and cloister, are quite re- 
markable in their composition, the masonry resembling 
that natural conglomerate formation of rock popularly 
known as pudding-stone. The huge walls in front have 
been built entirely of pebbles or bowlders of a hard, 
smoky crystal or quartz, imbedded in some kind of 
mortar, which formed the whole into one solid mass. 

These are the things which uld Reading has in advan- 
tage over our new Reading. And these legacies of the 
past are not only a wealth of tradition and legend and 
inspiring associations, but a substantial material bequest 
of brick and mortar. Her churches, her public build- 
ings, her roads, — in part at least, — come down to her as 
the gift of previous gentrfations. This is the advantage 
which every English town has over us, and it is a great 
one. 

These things apart, there is a strong similarity be- 
tween the two towns, — the Readings of England and 
Pennsylvania. In both the houses are solid, comfort- 
able, respectable, — the dwellings of a sul)stantial mid- 
dle class of people. In both the streets are spacious 
and fairly well kept. In both brick is the predomi- 
nating material of structure, and in both there is a dis- 
tinctly visible new and old order of building. The 
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pavements of the Pennsylvania Reading are roomier 
than those here, and the accommodations for travellers 
on a larger scale. Although three railways run into 
or through the place, there does not seem to be much 
travel, and consequently little provision for it. The 
business of Reading is largely as a distributing centre 
for Berks County, which comes in and goes out the 
same day, while the nobility and upper classes rarely 
have occasion to use a country hotel, visiting at one an- 
other's houses. These facts, of course, limit the neces- 
sity of providing for travel. I am staying at the tradi- 
tional county-house, a good old English inn, which, 
although comfortable and excellent in its way, is quite 
primitive and thoroughly provincial. Our Reading is 
quite " smarter.^' 

It is to be said further for this Reading that its best 
does not show on the outside. The nobility and landed 
gentry, of course, eschew a town and spend their large 
means in building countFy establishments, which, being 
seated in the heart 'of vast estates, are out of sight even 
from the high-roads. The presence of this class in the 
town is s.een only in an occasional drag on the streets, 
or the "boxes" and ponies and coroneted equipages 
and heavily-built hunters which indicate the neigh- 
borhood of gentlemen's stables. Were all the houses 
of the wealthier people of our Reading to be with- 
drawn from its town limits, it would lower the level of 
the appearance of the place very greatly. 

The environs of the town here are for this season 
very beautiful and attractive. As you pass along the 
road ypu catch continuous glimpses of homes of ease 
and elegance and refinement hidden in the trees or 
nestling quietly and warmly in the midst of broad and 
abounding acres, golden now with wheat, and bordered 
by thorn-hedges red and fragrant with roses. 

This Reading of England, like ours, is also some- 
what famous for its breweries, — its fountains of beer. 
It has, too, noted iron-works, a fairly gigantic biscuii- 
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factory known all over the kingdom, and other manu- 
factories, and has become quite a centre of the seed 
trade in England. In fact, this trade is the most conspic- 
uous in this place, the seed dep6t of the main house in 
the business being an enormous affair entirely dispro- 
portionate in size to anythipg else in the town. Being 
on the junction of the Thames with another small 
stream, this Reading has also some shipping and fishing 
interests, which our town has not, and the Oxford stu- 
dents come down to it often in racing- and boating-par- 
ties. The boating is, indeed, quite a feature of the 
place, giving a distinct local color to the town. 

Anglican Eeading, finally, has a park with which, I 
suppose, our younger town cannot compete. It is not 
large, but speaks well for the cultivation and aesthetic 
advancement of the people. Its laying out evinces a 
thorough acquaintance with the best principles of land- 
scape-gardening, and fully doubles its apparent size 
and all its uses. Its treasures of ornament are quite 
effective, — wonderful old trees always the centres of 
little systems of walks, a grim, black cannon, " ceap- 
tured at Sevastapol," fountains and basin grass-plots 
relieved with rare flowers and exotic foliage, and, last 
and best, the crowning feature to which all avenues 
finally lead you, that stately old abbey, with its royal 
ivy and arched vistas, and scattered fragments and 
capitals, and the stone sarcophagus, and all the " prop- 
erties,'^ in fine, which any well-regulated, picturesque 
old English abbey should have. 

Like our own Reading, this one, too, rests in a mag- 
nificent background of generous farms and agricultural 
wealth. The good cheer of the country is everywhere 
visible, — in the fruiting-fields, in the warm, rubicund 
faces of the burghers, in the heavy, well-fed horses, 
and in the general well-to-do and contented look of 
everything and ever}»body. The farms of Berkshire 
are reputed through England, and the famous Berk- 
riiire pigs are known to Iweeders the world over. In 
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the old country, as in the new, the county of Berks 
is the solid foundation of Reading city. 

This Reading has just three weekly newspapers and 
none daily. Compare this with the vigor and energy 
and journalistic excellence of the large press of Amer- 
ican Reading, daily, weekly, and monthly, and you 
know which country you are in. 

To trace this parallel between these two towns of 
our two countries, although starting in the accidental 
point of similarity of name, has been very interesting 
to me, and I trust will be equally so to some of ray 
readers. The two people are very much alike; their 
dwellings are similar; their ways and habits. of living 
about the same, even, notwithstanding the strong in- 
fusion of Grermanic blood into the human stream of 
our Reading. But what is that again but the repeti- 
tion in modern times, and on a small scale, of the an- 
cient race history of England ? The two towns repre- 
sent also the substantial middle-class population of 
both counties, and it is interesting and instructive to 
observe that like conditions of life, or nearly like, pro- 
duce on both sides of the water about the same results, 
notwithstanding the great differences of politics, gov- 
ernmefit, and social structure which exist between us. 
It is evidence of our common blood and race, — a blood 
that goes back of modern history and takes in German 
as well as English stock. 

Reaping, Englakd. 
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CHAPTER V. 

LANCASTEB. 

Two TOWKS IN THB OlD WoBLD AND THE NeW — TbACINQ 

THE Lineaments of the Pennsylvania Town in the 
Blood and Soil of England — English Electoral System 
— Voters with Three or more Votes — The Celtic Tinge 
— A Missing Link — The Old Time Colonial Lancas- 
ter OF Pennsylvania fresh in England Yet. 

Pennsylvanla, in her State nomenclature, bears 
perpetual testimony to the affectionate remembrance in 
which the early English settlers ever held their old 
country, keeping green in the names of the new land 
the memory of the old homes they should see no more 
in this world. The extent and detail in which this has 
been done \6 quite remarkable, although it often escapes 
notice until it is forced on one's attention by finding 
in a strange land place after place with the old familiar 
names. This systematic reproduction sometimes almost 
makes the new land seem like a shadow of the old. 

There are here a Carlisle town, ^* on which the sun 
shines fair/' which is the county-seat of Cumberland ; 
a Reading, the county-seat of Berkshire; a Lancaster^ 
the county-town of Lancashire; a York, the county- 
town of Yorkshire; a Chester, the cathedral city of 
Cheshire ; a Huntingdon, in Huntingdon County ; and 
a Bedford, in Bedford County. There are a Bucks 
County , a Montgomery County, a Westmoreland County, 
a Northampton County, a Somerset County, a North- 
umberland County; and in detached towns and villages, 
streams, townships, and so on, one might run the list 
out indefinitely. 

In this Lancaster from which I write one can 
trace the family relationship even to minuter detail. 
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There are here from old a King Street and a Queen 
Street and a Little Duke Street, and St. Mary's, James', 
High, Market, Water, Ann, Church, and Middle 
Streets. Our Prince Street is here Prince Regent 
Street. There are a St. Peter's Boman Catholic Church 
and a Phoenix Foundry, which may, for aught I know, 
be the parent of our Phoenixville Iron- Works. 

England's Lancaster, like Pennsylvania's, is a town 
of something over twenty thousand people and the 
centre of a Lancaster County, but between the two 
counties there is no parallel. England's Lancashire has 
nearly three millions of population. It is relatively 
one of the largest counties of England, having an acre- 
age of one million two hundred and eight thousand 
acres. During this century it has become the centre 
of the cotton trade, and cities like Manchester and 
Liverpool, with their hundreds of tliousands of inhab- 
itants, have sprung up within its borders, but little 
Lancaster town, with its old church and castle and the 
prestige of its Roman camp, is still the historic county- 
town, the seat of its dignVy and honor. England 
rather looks down on new-n:;:^.e wealth unconsecrated 
by religion, learning, blood, or traditions of arms. 

Although a place of perhaps several thousand inhab- 
itants less than our Pennsylvania town, this Lancaster 
presents a much more imposing appearance. It is built 
entirely of stone, giving it a very solid and substantial 
air, while the tints of the stone, grays of every hue, 
produce a much handsomer effect than anything that 
could be gotten from bricks. The central view from 
the old Main Street, looking up the rising slope of the 
hill, covered with quaint gables and buttressed walls, 
and finally culminating in the castellated masses of 
John of Gaunt's great tower, is one of the finer pic- 
tures of interior England, and architecturally quite 
striking. It is an irregular town of narrow streets, 
rambling up and down hills of even steeper grade than 

those of our own Lancaster, and plunging every now 

4 
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and then into dark and dingy hollows that ai'e iiore 
picturesque than reputable. It is, however, very 
reasonably free, for England, from beggary and want, 
and its approaches to the country are generally through 

Eleasant lanes lined with comfortable cottages or small 
ouses festooned with flowers, and each with its little 
garden of green grass or foliage presenting a pleasing 
picture of comfort and modest refinement. 

It was on a market morning I came to Lancaster, 
and the look of things was very familiar. King Street 
was lined with unhorsed wagons and carts and vehicles' 
of all kinds from the country. In the large, spacious 
courts or interior yards of the inns were throngs of 
people surging out into the streets and back again. In 
the stalls and tap-rooms the men were gathered, talking 
and selling and buying ; in the stores and shops, the 
women. Farther down into the town the scene be- 
came more distinctly English and provincial, the market 
shifting into a kind of fair, — noisy, cheap, and rough. 
Here all kinds of things were being sold at vendue, 
half a dozen rude auctioneers standing almost with 
their backs to each other, each with a barrel covered 
with a sheet-iron plate as his stand or counter. All of 
them cried their wares at the top of their voices, and 
pounded with a hammer on the iron plates in order to 
emphasize their yelling. The music was WagrieTesqvie. 
It was a simple realistic opera that told very well the 
story of rustic England. Nevertheless, through all 
this din and disorderly noise the transfer of property, 
after a fashion, went pretty rapidly on. The things 
sold were small wares of a cheap kind, — rough china, 
tin, ready-made clothing. Everything was rude, petty, 
and humble. 

One touch of local color which I certainly thought 
to have come on here is conspicuously wanting. I had 
surely expected to see again in this ancient Lancaster 
the " Red Lion,'' and the " Leopard," and the <' Black 
Bear," and the " White Swan," and the " Cross-Keys," 



LANCASTER, 39 

and " The Grapes/' all in goodly state with substantial 
coaches in front of them, and sanded floors, and bur- 
nished pewter, and warm welcome, and good cheer in- 
side, but they are not here. Nor did 1 find any inn 
signs or names at all in the old place which have sur- 
vived in the new, — a missing link in the chain of suc- 
cession which seems rather singular. 

The most marked contrast between the two Lancas- 
ters is the entire absence here of any Teutonic element. 
Tlie place is very English, with even less trace of the 
Saxon than in most parts of England. Lancaster has 
very sensibly felt the influence of the Celtic settlement 
to the north, south, and west of it, — Scotland, Wales, 
and Ireland, — and you see this blood-stamp clearly in 
the forms and structure of the people, especially in the 
women, who have more of the French and Irish race 
characteristics of feature and movement than any I 
have met in any part of England. This was easily dis- 
tinguishable both in the farmers' daughters in the mar- 
kets and in the faces and carriage of the townswomen 
whom I saw in church. There was a distinctly warmer 
coloring of hair, a greater elasticity of step and fluency 
of motion, than belongs to the average English woman 
of other sections of the land. Being the last strong- 
hold against the Danes and Saxons and invading 
Northmen of all kinds coming in from the east, it is 
but natural that this northwest quarter of England 
should retain most strongly the blood and features of 
the earliest races. 

From the time of the Wars of the Roses, Lancashire 
has always been a place noted for its political activity, 
and just now it is in active motion, organizing already 
for the next Parliamentary election. At present it 
sends a strongly Conservative delegation to Parliament, 
notwithstanding the radical leaning of such places as 
Manchester and Liverpool and Preston, a manufactur- 
ing town of one hundred thousand. The county, apart 
from these towns, sends eight members, all Conserva- 
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tive, two of whom are in tlie Cabinet. PrestoD sends 
two Conservatives, Liverpool two Conservatives ai.d one 
Liberal, and Manchester two Liberals and one Con- 
servative, these latter two great towns just pairing ofi' 
each other's influence. The voting list of Lancashire, 
when all the districts are footed up, seems pretty high, 
but it must be remembered that under the Engllsli sys- 
tem one man may easily cast three voles, or even more. 
For instance, in Lancashire, a man living in Preston 
or Liverpool might easily have three votes, thus : 

1. If in his town he is a registered property-owner 
or rent^payer, he has a vote there. This is the firet, 
and, according to English feeling, the lower grade of 
franchise. The man votes as one average, industrious, 
respectable subject of the kingdom. 

2. If this same man is of a county family, owning 
estates in the county, he may also vote on the county 
list. Here he votes his family birth and historic con- 
nection with the kingdom. 

3. If this same vot«r, who has already cast two 
Intimate votes, is an educated man, he may vot« again 
OD the registiy list of his university, which sends its 
members to Parliament. Here he votes his education. 

Lastly, as far as he may be able to influence or assist 
in the appointment of a bishop, he also votes again, the 
bishops Deing lords, who sit in the upper House. 

It is this delicately-adopted system of the representa- 
tion of interests, of birth, of education, of religion, of 
"'""68, of labor, of money, etc., which makes all mere 
■es so deceptive and illusory in treating of English 
ic8. The English statesman resents the mathe- 
cal basis of representation as being merely an 
aging and levelling process. 

nglish Lancaster has just three weekly newspapers. 
;, as in the case of Beading, our Pennsylvania 
IS so far outstrip their old-countiy parents that any 
jarisou is out of the question. It is the same way 
Id Carlisle, which, with a population of thirty- 
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five thousand^ publishes only weekly journals, and bul 
three of them. 

Our young Lancaster of the New World — if you 
will subtract fi\*m it all the presence and influence of 
the great Grerinan blood, which it could so ill do with- 
out — is a pretty fair reproduction of this old town. 
That is the only marked difference. You do not hear 
a grateful German word here, or see the trace of a 
single Germanic custom, usage, or tradition. 

There are no great barns here ; no red-faced farmer 
boys with their shining buggies and well-fed horses in 
the streets; no staid and decorous Mennonite elders 
with solid and prosperous air; no Grerman books or 
papers or almanacs in the shop- windows ; none and 
nothing of that honest, strong, and historic race which 
has contributed so much to the wealth and glory of oiu 
Lancaster County, and which is now perhaps its bettei 
half,— only their English cousins of like manner and 
degree. You find here fresh and in clear outline the 
Lancaster of our young past ; the Lancaster that clus- 
tered around the old-fashioned court-house ; the Lan- 
caster of old King and Queen and Duke Streets ; the 
Lancaster of the Old Bar and of the country " manors'* 
of gone times ; the Lancaster that used to come in from 
Carnarvon and Coleraine and Little Britain and the 
** lower end f the Lancaster of the Yates and Cun- 
ninghams and Lardners and Montgomerys and Frank- 
lyns and Jenkins and Bartons laid away in their family 
graves forever. Here it is, drinking pert and sitting 
in stately old Windsor chairs and burning wax tapers 
and swearing at dignified butlers and powdered foot- 
men yet. 

In their respective relation to the adjacent country 
there is a strong resemblance between the two Lancas- 
ters. Lancaster of England is situated on the pleasing 
river Lune, which, when the tide is out, is nearly as 
respectable a stream as our Conestoga Creek ; when the 

tide is in it is something larger. While the county of 

4* 
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Fjancashire is distinctively known as a cotton-spinning 
district, that portion of it which lies immediately 
around Lancaster town and forms its beautiful setting 
is a fine, rich agricultural sweep of land rolling pretty 
much as di) the farm-fields from Lancaster to Millers- 
ville, in Pennsylvania. It looks rather richer and 
more bountiful than our land, because the generous 
green of the meadows and fields is not broken by the 
arid lines of dusty roads and dry fences. The sweep 
around this Lancaster is one broad field of living green, 
the various divisions of property marked only by the 
darker olive shades of the hedges. The roads are nar- 
row and deep, and so hedged by hawthorns and box 
and bushes as to be hardly seen, and not at all to break 
the picture of the landscape. 

Altogether, there is quite a family resemblance be- 
tween the two towns, — their people and life. There is 
the same size, the same equable comfort and rest and 
substance, — the golden mean of blessing. The general 
features of e very-day life — on the outside and out of 
doors at least — ^are much the same. There is a reason- 
able distribution of wealth among the people of both 
towns, and a comparative freedom from want. 

Lancaster of England — with its solid structures of 
stone ; its fine gray tints unbroken by the glare of red 
brick or white paint ; its old-fashioned domestic houses, 
with quaint armorial bearings or scriptural legends 
carved above the doorways; with its venerable walls 
and gateways clad with ivy and lichens; with its famous 
round castle, which has 

'* Oft rolled back the tide of war,*' 

and from whose parapets surly cannon are even now 
trained on the peaceful fields; with its mediaeval legacies 
of dungeon and keep ; with its authentic traditions of 
Roman empire ; with its towers and turrets and spires 
of modern time and use ; with the British soldiery of 
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to-day, brilliant in scarlet and gold, filing through its 
streets to the calls of drum and bugle; with its local 
peasant dialect, unintelligible to American ears, and tlie 
clang of the weoden shoe — is by far the more pictu- 
resque and impressive of the two places. 

Lancaster of Pennsylvania, however, has solid ad- 
vantages over the older city. She has already public 
buildings far beyond those of this town at the same age. 
Give the Lancaster of the New World one thousand 
years more and I doubt not she will be a greater city 
than even this one, and in tradition, already in her in- 
fancy, has she not the nameaof Muhlenberg and Mifflin 
and Fulton and Buchanan and Thaddeus Stevens, — men 
as great and historical as any of the heroes of the Wars 
of the Roses ? She was for a brief space, in times of 
turmoil, also the capital of the nation, a seat of govern- 
ment just as respectable as the court of Henry IV., 
which for a short time was held here. 

And to-day, in many of those things which mark the 
strength of this century, — in newspapers, in schools, in 
broad streets, in commodious pavements, in spacious 
hotels, in fine stores and the goods in them, — our Penn- 
«4ylvania town is far ahead of its respectable old English 
parent. The glory of this Lancaster lies in its past : 
ours is yet to come. 

There is one fact forces itself on one in drawing this 
parallel between the two towns from the old home site 
which is rather strange and somewhat sad. The name 
of our new Lancaster, the establishing it as the seat of 
d county of Lancaster, the naming of the streets after 
the old ones even to the detail of rank. King and 
Queen and Prince being the great streets here and the 
otliers mentioned minor ones, — ^all force the conclusion 
that our American Lancaster was laid out by English- 
men of Lancashire, who lovingly traced in the soil of 
the New World the very lines and features of their old 
home. Yet in the county paper of to-day, on the signs 
of the shops in the streets, on the mouldering and 
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sunken tombs and gravestones in the old churchyards, 
I have not found a singleone of the old colonial family 
names of the Lancaster of Penn. Literally, " the places 
that once knew them know them no more/' 
LuroASTSB, England. 



CHAPTER VL 

OXFORD. 

An Idyllic Sbat of Lbabniko and Conseryatism — Curi- 
ous Superstitious Suryivals — Historical Deyklopment 
07 THE Modern College — The American and the Eng- 
lish College — Ecclesiastical Oxford — The Martyrs — 
An Old-Fashioned English Country Inn and Four-in- 
Hand Travel — Gentleman-Coaching in England — A 
County Institution. 

<< A citie seated riche in everye thinge, 
Girt with woode and water." 

Oxford — the ford where, in old Saxon times, the 
oxen crossed the river, and now the ford where, for five 
hundred years, England's youth have crossed a greater 
stream — is a charming picture of rest and sylvan beauty, 
— ^an academic idyl. Ifc is a picturesque old place of 
that medisevo-ecclesiastical architecture, half religious, 
half military, which tells so impressively the story of 
its day ; a town of towers and turrets and spires ; of 
ancient walls and buttresses and quaint gargoyles ; of 
glorious stained-glass windows, oriel and rose and 
arched and Catharine; of lovely academic garden- 
parks; of quadrangles and chapels and cloisters for 
the monks of letters; of forgotten bastions and re- 
doubts, and long, stern walls with battlemented walks, 
now peacefully crumbling under ivy and roses; of 
stately oaks and beeches, and grand old trees venerable 
with moss and lichen and tenderly watched and cared 
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for in their green old age ; of Gothic arches and gate- 
ways and falling ruins ; of wooded walks and gentle 
waters ; of smooth, soft meadows, all shaven and shorn, 
'* and fields of living green ;" of noble bits of forest, 
carefully tended and stocked with antlered tenants; 
of prisons of the martyrs and precious altars where, in 
flame and fire, they won their crowns ; of crosses and 
statues of great men and good women and strange 
beasts, grotesque symbolic images in stone ; of quiet 
churchyards and chiming bells and peaceful graves; 
of gray stone and clinging green and ancient gables ; 
of scented gardens filled with old-fashioned English 
flowers with homely Saxon names ; of rustic inns ; of 
classic streams and time-stained halls consecrated by the 
traditions of faith and learning, and hallowed with the 
names and memories of the great and good of England 

** Were ever river-banks so fair, 
Gardens so fit for nightingalesi as these? 
Was ever town so rich in court and tower?" 

When the American college graduate sees all this 
wealth of culture and of the tradition and legend of 
learning which is lavished so generously on the founda- 
tions of scholarship here, he feels sharply the bareness 
and poverty of the surroundings of our best academic 
life. The English student, even if he never studies much, 
may get unconsciously, almost by absorption, a generous 
education. His training, apart from the tuition of the 
schools, is liberalizing and humane, for he enters at once 
in his daily life and being into the fellowship of cen- 
turies of learning and intellectual dower. It is his in- 
heritance. 

I think no American alumnus will ever visit an 
English university without a feeling of poignant r^ret 
for the opportunities which have not been his and a 
vain instinctive wish that he might be born again. 
But it is not fair to compare our young American col- 
leges with the English sdiool, the heir of all the ageR 
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of Anglo-Saxon culture, piety, and intellectual growth. 
Not only are they separated by centuries of care and 
sacrifice and endowment, but to-day they represent 
different conditions of society, and different stages in 
the development of history and education. 

Nor would it be wise for an American student to 
take his full academic course in an English university, 
however superior the advantage and pleasure as far as 
scholarship and cultivation are concerned. The friend- 
ships one makes at college will largely influence and 
control his future life, and for Americans this associa- 
tion should be American. An Anierican boy who 
studies at a foreign school simply expatriates himself 
for life. He comes home a stranger in his own land. 

I would, however, strongly advise every college- 
bred man of our country who is yet within, say, five 
or six years of his graduation to complete .and finish 
his course by a year at Cambridge or Oxford. Such 
one year of post-graduate study will sum up and round 
off all that has gone before, and in the way of broad- 
ening thought and widening the range of his intellec- 
tual activities double the value of all the years of his 
American cursua. Even one day in Oxford or Cam- 
bridge will yield a rich return to a trained mind from 
our schools. The acquaintance made, too, of English 
and continental young men — men who will rise to power 
and influence in foreign nations — will always extend 
one's power and influence at home if he can make 
them available from a wide basis of home acquaint- 
ance. 

If, however, one must be restricted to a single course 
of a few brief years, for an American the American 
college, with all its barrenness, its lack of refinement, 
its poverty of intellectual wealth, is the proper place. 
The two schools represent different stages of society, 
and the progress of learning and the education of the 
American college will, on the whole, best answer the 
present demands of American life, social and political. 
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Education, in our Anglo-Saxon times, has so far de- 
veloped three grand stages or epochs: 

I. The monk and the convent represent the first stage 
of learning in our modern civilization, or renewal of lost 
civilizations. During this period education was a mo- 
nopoly, held strictly and exclusively within the control 
of the Church. This was the mediaeval period. Edu 
cation was shut up in the cloister. The very word 
daustrum describes it. 

II. Next comes the fellow and the college. The 
modern collie, with its foundation* its endowed and 
permanent masterships and fellowships, all the fortu- 
nate holders of these franchises housed and living to- 
gether with their precious stores of tradition, association, 
honors, books, manuscripts, and appliances of learning, 
is the Intimate child of the convent, and has been 
oflen actually and literally its heir. Here, too, educa- 
tion was at first held to the Church, but within recent 
centuries it has been emancipated to the learned profes- 
sions,— comparatively limited bounds. Knowledge, 
however, was still in coUegio, and not free. This is the 
period of modern Europe and the second stage. 

III. Third comes a stage which has not yet taken 
definite shape or outline, — the stage to which we are 
tending, and for which the American college in its 
present condition is the preparation and vestibule. The 
work of this stage I take to be the emancipation of 
learning and education from any class bounds, and its 
free distribution among all the people, — perhaps even at 
their homes, — the fixed centre being a limitation and a 
thing of the past. The system of university examina- 
tions which now covers all England like a network, and 
which Harvard has introduced in the United States, is 
a pronounced movement in this direction. This is the 
period of the near-impending future. 

We are now in transition from the second to the 
third stage, and must endure all the unpleasant features 
of transitional existence. 
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But while we may not reproduce the English college 
on our soil, we cannot, therefore, affect to ignore or 
despise it. We are its heir, entitled to all its wealth 
of life, just as the college inherited the treasure and his- 
toric existence of the convent. And it should be our 
study to get this in all its fulness, and as soon as pos- 
sible. There are many features of English university 
life which might at once be advantageously adopted or 
adapted here, and I think a most useful training for an 
American college president or professor would be a 
personal study oT English university life, — its organi- 
zation, academic discipline, relations to society, and 
daily school and individual life. There could be no 
better qualification for an academic leader. 

Oxford, as a village, is a far lovelier and more pic- 
turesque place than Cambridge. Indeed, as a picture 
to a stranger it is one of the loveliest spots in all 
England, and I much wonder that it is not more of a 
place of summer resort for travellers, especially as dur- 
ing the long vacation chambers are to be had cheap. 
Living, indeed, is always cheap as compared with the 
cost of our life. I noticed in Oxford a placard offering 
fourteen small houses for rent at a gross rental of one hun- 
dred and fourteen pounds. They were houses for work- 
ing-people, four rooms and back-closet and shed, built of 
solid stone, well finished, in a healthful and clean lo- 
cality. This is about forty dollars a year of our money 

Apart from its academic life and glory, Oxford pre- 
sents many features of attraction to the visitor. Its 
authentic record dates from A.D. 900, and one reads 
the history of England down from that time in its ven- 
erable walls and crumbling ruins. 

It has religious associations and memories of surpass- 
ing interest to Protestant faith. In its streets once 
flamed the most famous fires of martyrdom in Eng- 
land ; m its halls and chambers preadved, in its towers 
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were imprisoned, and from them led to death, the death- 
less martyrs. An imposing memorial cross, after the 
general fashion of the handsome Queen Eleanor design, 
erected in the middle of a handsome street, marks the 
neighborhood of the spot where Archbishop Cranmer 
and Bishops Ridley and Latimer were burned to death.* 

' " Then God was with them, and the glare 

Of their death-fires still lights the land to truth.'' 

This splendid monument was erected in 1841, and I 
take it was intended as a mute and imperishable memo- 
rial against the Tractarian movement, then in alarming 
progress. From a stern and gray church- tower stil 1 stand- 
ing near this spot you see the window from which that ex- 
cellent authority, Burnet, says Cranmer in prison looked 
out and saw his comrades, Ridley and Latimer, burned 
at the stake. He was near enough to see their faces. 

There are several of these martyrs' towers in Oxford 
in which distinguished scholars and prelates and states- 
men were confined for conscience' sake, and it is depress- 
ing to think that most of them were church-towers, — 
parts of houses dedicated to worship and to the preach- 
ing of a gospel of love, and that men did and could 
worship in them at the very time they were desecrated 
to such unholy and unchristian uses. In those dark 
days of Oxford church towers seem to have been built 
with perhaps an ulterior '* eye to the glory of God,'' 
but practically and immediately for the purpose of con- 
fining in them such persons as differed in views and 
opinions from the builders or custodians. 

Among the records of Oxford are two sickening bills 
of the executioner in these martyrdoms, charging by 
items for the services of his assistants and for materials, 
fagots, etc., — significant now as monuments of the con- 

* The original picture, by the way, of the " Burning of Ridley 
and Latimer at Oxford,'* by Sir George Haytes, left England 
some time ago for Philadelphia, having been purchased by Mr. 
Latimer^ a direct descendant. 
o d 5 
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4ition of civilization and religion in the sixteenth cen- 
tury. The entire cost of the burning of the two bishops 
was £1 58, 2d. ; of Oanmer, 12«. 

Oxford has always been noted as against Cambridge 
for its religious activity and coloring of thought. It 
has been in all its history the home of polemics and 
controversy and doctrine. From the pulpit and the 
stake, and in later and more gentle years the " com- 
mons room" of its precincts, nearly all the great re- 
ligious movements of modern English times have taken 
their start. To-day I believe it furnishes a much larger 
proportion of its graduates to the orders of the Church 
than does its sister Cambridge. 

In the list of its graduates you can almost read the 
religious and ecclesiastical history of England. 

Among them are John Wiclif the Reformer, Tyndal, 
(translator of the Bible and martyr), Archbishop Laud, 
John Foxe ("Book of Martyrs"), Cardinal Pole and 
Cardinal Wolsey, Archdeacon Philpot, martyr, Bishop 
Hooper, martyr, Cardinal Moreton, Bishop Jewell, 
Bishop Bonner, " the bloody," Sir Matthew Hale, Cam- 
pian, the noted Jesuit, Jeremy Taylor, Richard Cecil, 
Bishop Heber, Dean Milman, both the Wesleys, John 
and Charles, Hooker, the writer. Bishop Butler ("Anal- 
ogy"), Sir Thomas More and Sir Thomas Browne 
("Religio Medici"), Bishop Lowth, Dr. South, John 
Kel)le, Rev. F. W. Robertson, Dr. Edward Young, 
Archbishop Whately, Cardinals Manning and John 
Henry Newman, and Dr. Pusey. Cranmer, Ridley, 
and Latimer were Cambridge men, but they were all 
burnt here. 

I might lengthen out this list almost indefinitely by 
^oing into the names of distinguished living clergy and 
dignitaries in the English Church, would it not seem 
invidious to make selection. I have mentioned none 
of the men now alive save only the two able princes of 
the Roman empire who claim to rule in England. But 
a glance at this list shows that the great Methodist and 
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Tractarian movements, so unlike in oharacler and tend- 
ency, were cradled here ; that the rehabilitation of the 
Roman Church on English soil in the nineteenth cen- 
tury found its leaders here ; that many of the minor 
currents of modern theological and religious thought 
started here; and that here surged in merciless force the 
fluctuating waves of th^ English Reformation, out of 
whose conflict, through fire and sword, arose the present 
Churches of England. 

Sydney Smith and Dean Swift, who illustrate how 
oddly the English semi-social, semi-political system of 
filling pulpits sometimes works, were also Oxford men. 

Oxford has been in all its history distinctively the 
Church school, and to-day stands nearer the cloister 
than Cambridge, whicli, in many features, is tentatively 
stretching forward to the new era. 

Oxford, like Cambridge, has a university press, 
known the world over for the finish and scholarly 
thoroughness of its work. The distinctive feature of 
the Oxford press has come to be the printing of the 
English Bible. Here you get the authorized King 
James version in absolute purity of text, every letter 
and point established with critical accuracy and judg- 
ment, and the whole book produced in the highest 
finish of paper, composition, press-work, and binding. 
It is the best memento to bring home from Oxford, and 
you can get it in editions of every kind and style and 
price. It claims to be the best^printed Bible in the 
world, and, I suppose, is, and certainly it is invested 
with more interesting traditions and associations than 
any edition that issues from any other press, for it 
comes from the school-house of Wiclif and Tyndal, 
and the martyr-fires of Cranmer and Ridley in Oxford's 
streets made the circulation of our English version 
possible. 

It is a curious fact that the traces of an eittinct re- 
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Hgion survive longest in the forms of the new /eligion 
which takes the place of the dead one. Long after the 
life of the old faith has fled it still is preserved in the 
ceremonies of the new. In Italy to-day nearly every 
striking ftte and feature of the Roman Catholic 
Church is traceable to customs and rites of the old 
classic faiths which held sway there before the Christian 
era. So in Oxford, a historic religious centre of Eng- 
land, and, as the centres of learning always are, a most 
conservative spot, the vestiges of the forgotten beliefs 
and usages of early paganism in Britain are clearly 
visible in a number of traditional ceremonies which 
have been handed down from the centuries, and whose 
observance is yet jealously maintained, although their 
meaning and original life are long lost. 

The beautiful Magdalen Tower is the pride of Ox- 
ford, and well it may be, for in grace and symmetry 
of architectural design, and the lovely picture of culti- 
vated glebe and wood and water which surrounds it, it 
is one of the finest sights of England. 

On the castellated summit of this tower, every first 
day of May, " at five o'clock in the morning,'^ the choir 
of St. Mary Magdalen College, in vestments, assemble 
and chant a Latin anthem, and in reverential orison 
hail the rising of the sun. Hundreds of people gather 
on the streets and in the parks at the foot of the tower 
to witness this ceremony. This matin rite means notb* 
ing any more now, but is admitted to be the survival 
of some pagan solemnity, — as most May-day customs 
are, — probably of sun worship. 

In Queen's College, to this hour, the ^^ ryghte merrie 
jouste of ye boare's heade" is yet observed with cere- 
monial state on every Christmas day. At dinner in 
the great arched college hall on that day a fine old 
boar^ head, bedecked with bays, is solemnly borne 
around the oaken floor, while the college chant the 
sonorous old carol whose words and music are so 
familiar to academic memory : 
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, " Caput Apri diflTero 

Beddens laudes Domino. 
The boar's head in hand bring I, 
With garlands ^ay and rosemary ; 
I pray you all sing merrily : 

Qui estis in convivio." 

This observance is most probably a transmitted 
vestige of the Feast of Freyr, the Scandinavian god 
of peace afad plenty, held at Yule-tide, when a boar was 
always sacrificed in his honor and as an offering of 
thanks and gratitude. The words of this semi-pagan 
canticle date from the sixteenth century, and, although 
the whole thing is a Norse relic, it was certainly a more 
Christian diversion than biu'ning bishops. 

Non-academic Oxford is a typical English village of 
the prettiest kind, — ^a village of green hedges framing 
picturesque bits of wood and valley and charming 
homes; of slumbering churchyards toned with gray 
tombstones and dark yews ; of quaint gables and ram- 
bling streets stocked with old-fashioned country inns, 
each one the fitting background of an ever-changing 
picture of rural sights. All the traditional inn names 
of England seem to be gathered here, and they make 
one of the features of the town. There are the King's 
Head, and the Red Lion, and the Saracen, the Three 
Jolly Farmers and the Three Cups, the Maiden- 
head, and the Crown, and the Roebuck, and others I 
cannot recall. 

I put up at the Mitre, — the traditional old county 
and university inn, — an interesting historical picture in 
itself of past social life and customs in England. The 
Mitre is to-day but a survival of a past generation, 
of a ^lory of Oxford that is gone; but it is still 
an instructive and pleasing remain to an American 
stranger. It is an old-fashioned county inn of the 
once aristocratic kind, of a High-Church and horse- 
racing flavor, redolent of old port and strong red ale, 

patronized by young country squires, who lundi on cold 

6* 
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ham and champagne, and hy broad-shoii dered, florid- 
faced, cheery Englishmen born of the soil, and '^ who 
they themselves have said it." Its very name is a de- 
fiant shout for prelacy and Establishment, an echo of a 
war-cry which carries you back to the old days of 
trouble end party-passion, — the d^y^s of Church and 
Crown. 

You enter through an unpretending wooden door, 
heavily barred and crossfastened, into a low broad hall, 
and the first sight which greets your eyes are stout 
rounds of beef and generous flitches of bacon and game 
of various kinds hung by hooks to the unplaned rafters 
overhead; you step hastily from under to avoid the 
drops of fat which threaten the unwary lounger (the 
experienced habitu^, I soon found out, knew just 
where to stand), and in doing so confront the useful 
young woman who answers as bar-maid, room-clerk, and 
cashier in a British inn, who welcomes you personally 
and pleasantly to the house. Some four-in-hand coach- 
ing-whips of approved pattern and trial ornament the 
hall-way, professionally and gracefully coiled on the 
walls. The guards' loud livery hangs on the pegs with 
some gentlemen's overcoats. Several handsome and 
affectionate hounds mingle intelligently with the other 
functionaries, guests, and dignitaries, and you know you 
are at a respectable centre of coaching, hunting, racing, 
and English country sports generally. 

But the bishop's mitre is the trade-mark of the 
hoase and the historic crest of the place. This prelatical 
symbol confronts you everywhere and all the time. It 
is panelled in the halls, painted on the walls, carved on 
the doors, burnt in the china, engraved on the glass, the 
silver, and the pewter, and woven in the linen. It 
blushes through your wine, lies placidly under the water 
in your wash-basin, consecrates the stables and dog-ken- 
nels, and seems to rest in contented benediction on your 
ale^tankard. Even the napkins are loyally folded io 
this respectable episcopal device. 
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But it is the benediction of the past which cornea 
down on the American traveller when he enters these 
old-fashioned doors. The Mitre claims to have stood 
here from a.d. 1400, dispensing food and shelter for man 
and beast. Fifteen generations of fathers and sons have 
purchased its hospitalities. In its low-ceilinged coffee- 
rooms men sat, near five hundred years ago, much as 
we sit now, and when they talked politics or told the 
news they spoke of Agincourt and glorious King Harry, 
of the execution for treason of the Lollards, of John 
Hubs burnt, of the strange maid Joan, the sorceress of 
Arc, luring English soldiers to defeat and shameful 
death on the fields of France, or of how the rude but 
resolute Parliaments of England were wrestling with 
the crafty and learned legates of the pope. This is the 
Mitre tavern which the American crosses the seas to 
see, and which, I think, his English cousin on the 
spot never sees. 

The Mitre tavern of Oxford, however, as it exists in 
the flesh to-day, is a thing of the past, and I cannot 
conscientiously recommend it to the modern traveller. 
The times have changed and it has not changed with 
them, except, perhaps, to keep abreast with the modern 
extravagant prices. Flavor and picturesque traditions 
are very good in their way, but they will neither feed, 
lodge, nor care for one's comfort and cleanliness. There 
ai*e other and better hostelries now in Oxford, — those 
of our own^ century. 

The link which connects the Mitre with the present 
time, and drags it, half-alive, into this nineteenth cen- 
tury, is stage-coaching. I entered Oxford on the top 
of a stage-coach and left it in the same glory, and 
warmly advise every traveller for pleasure or study to 
do the same. One sees the country, the estates, and the 
common people for miles as he can by no other way, 
and, by a half-mental, half-physical process, arrives 
at ^e consciousness of the Englishman's conception 
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of the height of human happiness. The Mitre, by 
virtue of its lineage and traditions, is the hostel where 
*^ the coach'' putB up, and hence i^ raison d'Mre and 
existence now. 

Four-in-hand stage-coaciiing in England is something 
more than a rich man's amusement. It is an institution. 
It is the assertion of a national and class tradition, and 
when an English gentleman assumes charge for a sea- 
son of a coach line it is looked on as a patriotic act, 
and the man himself in doing so is deemed to have de- 
served well of his country. 

The stage line from Oxford via London to Cambridge 
is owned and driven by a gentleman of the county, 
Captain B., — his commission in the local militia, I be- 
lieve, — who pleasantly gave the full details of his work 
as we drove along. His line of road is one hundred 
and twenty miles, and his coach stable is stocked with 
just one hundred and twenty horses, — a horse to the 
mile. He drives this entire route in one day, return- 
ing the next, and resting only on Sunday. The schedule 
time either way is twelve hours, starting from the 
Mitre, Oxford, on Monday at nine o'clock A.M., and 
pulling up at The Bull, Cambridge, at nine o'clock p.m., 
reversing the trip on Tuesday, and so on through the 
week. This schedule allows thirty minutes in London 
for luncheon. 

Captain B., a gentleman of about thirty-six, of 
wealth and position, does this work regularly every day 
for a season of some five months each year. I spent a 
week at Oxford, and also at Cambridge, and was person- 
ally witness to the unfailing punctuality of departure and 
arrival at both places. There is no railway in our country 
or in England which does better, — perhaps none which 
does so well. He and his coach were immensely popular 
all along the line. The little villages were always in a 
tumult as we rolled through them. All day every wagon 
or carriage of high or low degree drew off and gave the 
road to " the coach ;" the ladies were gathered at many 
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a tempting- looking hall or park gate to see the spirited 
horses, well in hand, dash by foaming and glossy. The 
landed gentry of the neighborhood frequently timed their 
walks so as to come in with us at the changing-places and 
exchange a word of greeting or welcome. Every one, 
high and low, gentle and simple, the entire route 
throagh, knew all the teams and their respective 
merits, and every inn and station was full of tales and 
legends of them and their driver. From one end of 
the drive to the other the coach was a county institution 
and the captain was a county hero, and to understand 
the meaning of this you must remember that " the 
county^' is the corner-stone and foundation of English 
life. 

Captain B. had perfected with a master-hand every 
arrangement of detail in his enterprise, and both the 
safety and pleasure of the passengers were looked after 
with scrupulous regard. He carried with him three 
servants, a guard, a valet, and a relay driver in case of 
emergency. While everything was thus provided to 
support and sustain him and keep him in good condi- 
tion, he personally did the work of driving, and it was 
one whose magnitude and steadiness would, I think, 
appal most American gentlemen. It was not a party 
OF an excursion, recollect, or a spurt, but regular daily 
work, in wet weather or fine, — this year nearly every 
day wet, — and carried on often without even the relief 
of a congenial companion. 

At the end of the season, the captain told rae, he sells 
all his horses by auction at Tattersall's, and sometimes 
makes on them. Having been driven for a season in 
the coach is a good character for a horse and commends 
him in the market. It is a guarantee of careful and 
experienced training. Part of the work and pleasure 
of coaching during the season is the breaking in of the 
new horses. 

There is no one day of English travel which is better 
worth taking than this enjoyable four-in-hand drive 
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from Oxford to Cambridge, or vice versd if you are at 
Cambridge first. You see five counties of England, 
much of its best farm land and southern scenery. You 
enter London and leave it on a seat from which you 
have a view such as you can get in no other mode of 
conveyance. You see the city shading into the country 
for miles and miles on either side, and gain an idea of 
its vast size and of the dense population of rural Eng- 
land such as no reading, statistics, or thinking will give 
you. In London you rest half an hour and lunch at 
the White Horse Cellar, just as English gentry were 
supposed to have done a hundred years ago. It is a 
veritable cellar, down steps, and with a humble and 
unmarked front, but right in the centre of fashionable 
Piccadilly, and preserved in all its original features with 
pious care. 

And best of all you see the English stage-coach in its 
glory, — the struggling survival of the eighteenth cen- 
tury. This is a historic study, and alone is a picture 
worth coming to England for. It is a sight to see the 
coach roll off: it is a greater sight to see it come in at 
the end of the day amid the popular acclaim and en- 
thusiasm that might attend a victorious general return- 
ing from conquest and battles. 

Fully an hour before the time of starting the boys 
and idle men of the town begin to gather around the 
main court-yard and gaze in silent and satisfied contem- 
plation on the great lumbering red-and-yellow vehicle 
which stands empty and unhorsed before the door. 
Then, in due time, the stately guard makes his appear- 
ance with a burden of responsibility upon his serious 
features. One or more young porters attend his decorous 
footsteps. A hush falls upon the vulgar crowd, and 
then, in measured and authoritative tone, begins the 
issiiance <»f official orders. Ah ! it is a sight to see the 
grandeur of this functionary, conscious that the eyes of 
all the couniy are u})on him, in gorgeous livery and 
high beaver hut and huge bouf]uet in button-hole, 
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pinned there by the baxom barmaid ; the ministerial 
air with which he determines the proper location of the 
luggage ; the judicial gravity with which he decrees for 
or against a trunk; the grave halt over the proper 
strapping of a box ; the utter repression of any levity 
on the part of his youthful subordinates; the more than 
Olympian front with which he accepts the grateful in- 
cense of the common herd ; and the swelling sense of im- 
portance of every favored servant who is intrusted with a 
duty about the wheeled throne, their official communica- 
tions with each other ; the distended dignity of every 
groom and footman ; the nervous, expectant look of some 
town youth halfway up in society, who lingers by the 
team and boldly essays to stroke the near wheeler, anx- 
ious to receive a nod, perhaps, happy moment ! a con- 
descending word of recognition, — to be seen talking with 
the swell demigod of adriver when he in due time appears. 

Punctually at 8.59 the lord of the coach, with his 
buttonhole flower, too, and irreproachably dressed, 
walks out of the open door through an aisle of living 
fleshy which opens deferentially before him, ascends the 
box, accepts the reins, and sits for a moment like a 
statue. The guard and the proprietary driver compare 
gold watches, — an awful instant of suspense, — a last 
moment of rapid comprehensive inspection ; the guard 
reports all ready, the horn rings out, and the state 
carriage of. the county rolls off as smoothly and noise- 
lessly as a perfect locomotive, in the hands of a perfect 
engineer, draws its train out of a well-appointed dep6t. 

As a matter of pride and point of finished etiquette, 
the guard, who has been clambering all over the stage, 
on and off a dozen times, makes his final report from 
the ground, and then leaps lightly on the wagon after 
the wheels are in motion. His easy professional ascent 
of the coach diagonally is the last touch to the picture. 

The arrival of the coach is a still more inspiriting 
scene. In an English village all work has stopped at 
four o^clock in the afternoon, perhaps three, and b^ 
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nine p.m. the whole town, men, women, and children, 
are thrown painfully on their own resources for amuse- 
ment or occupation. They are, therefore, moje than 
ready for the discharge of any public duty. I have 
repeatedly seen the streets, both at Oxford and Cam- 
bridge, densely packed for squares awaiting the coming 
of the coach, whose horn was to be heard out of the 
darkness at 8.57, growing clearer and livelier as it 
grew nearer. And this not on any extraordinary occa- 
sions, not to meet any prominent guest, but only to 
welcome " the stage-coach.'* We simply cannot under- 
stand the feeling with which the Briton clings to an old 
institution, and honors and worships the man who sus- 
tains and asserts it. 

A shout goes up as the heads of the impatient leaders, 
who snuff excitement in the air, touch the crowd. The 
human walls form themselves again, the coach rolls into 
the stand, and, with the solemn air of a great duty done, 
the driver drops the reins into the hands of the local 
grooms, who contest for the honor of receiving them. 
Then the cheery welcomes, the questions as to the 
events of the past two days in which the worlds of the 
village and of the coach have been sunuered, the orders 
for dinner, and the form and ceremony of the landing. 
The formal service of the morning is all repeated in 
inverse order, and, last of all, the tired and triumphant 
horses disappear into the night, led away like heroes, 
amid thronging masses of attendant Britons. 

I have seen a cabal of veteran politicians decide on 
the policy of a momentous national campaign. I have 
seen battles forced in a flash, and anxious generals 
strike out a plan of action in the saddle and almost 
in the moment of execution. I have seen a council of 
officers, with defeat around them and their dead among 
them, answer with solemn defiance a summons to sur- 
render. I have seen half a dozen army corps deploy 
their massed battalions in silence on to afield of history 
and death, — but I have never seen anything half so 
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impressive, so utterly and overwhelmingly imposing, 
as the arrival or departure of a swell English coach- 
and-four in front of an old-fashioned English country 
inn. 

OxvoBD, Ekolakd. 
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Some months since, in Rome, I spent an afternoon 
in the convent grounds of San Gregoriano, from whose 
pleasant shades St. Augustine carried, hundreds of 
years ago, the seeds of learning and Christianity to 
savage England, leaving the refinement, the culture, 
the religious fellowship of civilization to bear the faith 
to our rude Saxon forefathers. 

To-day I write from the Puritan cloisters of Em- 
manuel College, Cambridge, the historic walls from 
whence the germs of civil freedom, and that education 
which alone can protect and perpetuate it, were borne 
to our New England. It was from this Emmanuel 
College — ^that Puritan foundation established in faith 
away back in the stormy days of the Commonwealth — 
that went forth the early divines and educated laymen 
who, in our colonial times, laid the firm foundations 
of the civil and religious liberty we enjoy in this land, 
in this generation. And to-day it is grateful and 
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pleasing to know that, foremost among the traditions 
of Emmanuel, and cherished among her wealth of 
pious, civic, and scholarly associations, are the memories 
of these graduates, the Harvards and Hookers and 
Wards and Bradshaws of 1600-1650, and the great 
work they did, in which the mother-college claims her 
deserved share. "Among those chiefest worthy of 
honor," says Bacon, " are the founders of states ; and 
Emmanuel hopes to have securely founded in the New 
World the Commonwealth which went to pieces so 
disastrously in the Old. It is her crown. That staunch 
and learned old Puritan statesman, Sir Walter Mild- 
may, whose liberality and faith laid the foundations of 
Emmanuel in the darkness of uncertainty and political 
trouble, builded better than he knew. 

The language of the charter or deed of foundation 
of the college given by this scholar, soldier, and states- 
man, which I regret I have not at hand to quote at 
this moment of writing, is often touching, and read 
now, in the light of history, is in places dramatically 
prophetic. He held high office under the government of 
Queen Elizabeth, and the fact of his freedom to found, 
in express words, an establishment for the teaching and 
culture of Puritan principles is strong evidence of the 
civil liberties of England in that brilliant epoch of her 
history, and of the intellectual breadth and liberality 
of her political leaders. As the direct ancestor of Har- 
vai'd University, Cambridge, Massachusetts, Emmanuel 
College has always had a special interest and attraction 
for the American scholar, and some of our best New 
England and New York families have sent their sons 
to it for their collegiate education. 

From Cambridge of England, however, the interest 
of Emmanuel College takes a wider sweep and range. 
As the academic fountain of Puritanism she looks on 
our whole land, people, and history — in one sense, the 
religious and political development of Puritanism — '^8 
her child and descendant. 
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A good friend in London, who recognized the Puri- 
tan in me, and who was himself a fellow of Emmanuel 
in residence, was kind enough to invite me to spend a 
week in Cambridge in college quarters, placing at my 
disposal a suite of undergraduate chambers then vacant, 
it being the long vacation. 

The college life of Oxford and Cambridge, the mu- 
nificent development of ages of faith and learning, is 
something so infinitely deeper, broader, richer, and 
better than anything we have in our land, and withal 
so different, that it is difficult to know how to describe 
it or where to begin the attempt. I do not know, how- 
ever, that I can commence in any better way than by 
attempting a picture of my quarters and working out 
from thence. 

Cambridge University, as I suppose every one knows, 
is a collection of independent colleges, each with its 
own separate government, buildings, grounds, history, 
and associations. These colleges to-day are seventeen 
in number, and they make up both the university and 
the town. If you will take seventeen silver dollars 
and half-dollars, and throw them down on a piece of 
white paper irregularly but rather close together, 
draw circles with a pencil around each of the coins, and 
then connect these circular inclosures by convenient 
lines indicating streets and walks, you will have a 
pretty good idea of the plan of Cambridge town. It 
IS simply a village which has grown up and around the 
grounds— or what, in Pennsylvania, is called the 
"campus" — of the several colleges. 

What first strikes an American stranger with some 
surprise is the comparatively limited extent of these 
grounds, — the territorial plant of the college. In our 
imaginations these colleges — venerable in age and tra- 
dition, and dowered with the associations of centuries 
— ^rise in magnificent proportions, and seem to stand in 
princely domains in glebe and forest. As a matter of 
fact, the average cdllege at Cambridge or Oxford has 
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not a greater acreage in its grounds .than the average 
American college ; in fact, has not so great. HarvaiS, 
I am sure, has larger grounds than most of the English 
colleges. So have Princeton and Union, and, I believe, 
Yale. Pennsylvania is already very generously en- 
dowed in this respect. Few of the English colleges 
have grounds equal in extent or in artistic possibilities 
to those of Jefferson and Washington at Canonsburg, or 
Franklin and Marshall a( Lancaster, or the Lehigh at 
Bethlehem, or Dickinson at Carlisle, or Lafayette at 
Easton, or the institution at Mercersburg, or even of 
our University of Pennsylvania, planted on costly acres 
in the built-up streets of a great city. All these have 
greater advantages in the way of scenery and room and 
possible embellishment and artistic enrichment of their 
grounds than the average English college of the two 
great universities. Some of the college-buildings here 
consist of but a single structure, with such grounds 
only as are inclosed in the interior court. 

On these limited academic fields, however, the con- 
secrated wealth of long centuries has been lavished, 
under the guidance and direction of the highest art and 
cultivation of the time. The grounds of some of the 
larger colleges of Oxford and Cambridge are often laid 
out with park and landscape effects such as have hardly 
been reached anywhere in our country. Even the 
smaller ones are carefully dressed and worked, so that 
an acre or two will often set forth a wonderful study 
of foliage or hue. And all are crowded with grand 
old tombs, mouldy, half-decipherable legends, armorial 
l^earings, monuments of history, the graves of martyrs, 
statues, arches, solemn ruins, memorial gateways, 
monumental crosses, picturesque cloisters, and a thou- 
sand works of art and ennobling associations. In the 
successive architecture of many of these noble edifices 
and in the chain of names and graves and monuments 
you can read the history of England from the twelfth 
century down. 
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It is this splendid endowment of tradition, this con- 
tinuous legended memorial of the scholarship and piefy 
of ages, which is the wealth of the English college. It 
is the contrast with this which makes our own college 
life, so far, seem so poor and thin and meagre. 

Another disillusion is the fact that the number of 
undergraduates in these English colleges does not differ 
materially from the number in ours. This runs from 
sixty or seventy up through the hundreds, in some one 
or two cases touching a thousand, just as in our de- 
tached American colleges. It is the massing of these 
English colleges in one column and bringing them all 
under the influences of one another which gives them 
their intellectual force in the world of thought. The 
seventeen colleges of Cambridge are not educating any 
niore young men than seventeen isolated American 
colleges, but they are as an organized regular army is 
to a body of loose militia regiments. 

Emmanuel College holds about a medium rank as 
to the extent and decoration of its grounds. The 
extensive front of the great college-building is Greek, 
with some adaptation of English style, — this in the 
way of protest against the ecclesiastical architecture of 
most of the other colleges. The central feature of the 
main edifice to an American eye is the high quadrangle 
or interior court, faced on two sides with arcades, and 
bright with its shaven lawn of grass ever green and 
smooth and fresh. The entrances to the chambers of 
the fellows and undergraduates open on to this court^ 
always knowri over Cambridge in college vernacular as 
the "quad.'' Although this residence portion of the 
collie is but one building, it is dividea into sections 
or grand compartments, very much like the separate 
houses of a city row, having no communication with 
one another, and each section entered only from its own 
front door. These sections, or houses, consist of About 
six or eight sets of chambers^ two or three of which are 
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occupied by fellows, tlie remainder by undergraduates. 
In older times this was the family, the fellows being 
charged with some care of the students. This is not 
the case now, although the fellows always take a kindly 
interest in their undergraduate neighbors, feel, j)erhaps, 
some little historic responsibility, invite the boys, at all 
events once or twice, to breakfast with them, and if 
there is any community of tastes or feelings it results 
in a valuable association and acquaintance for the 
undergraduate. He is in the care of an older man, 
who feels for him as a brother. 

Now for the life of the undergraduate, the only col- 
l^e-life known in our country. My quarters, as I 
have said, were the ordinary suite of chambers of an 
nndei^raduate student, absent at the time, and their 
description will appear rather sumptuous to the Ameri- 
can graduate who recalls the two-in-a-small-room ac- 
commodation of many a good Pennsylvania college. 
This suite consisted of three good-sized chambers, with 
a small pantry or closet-room. The main chamber, by 
which you enter your suite, is a fine large room about 
twenty feet square, looking out with three windows on 
the quadrangle. 

In this sitting- and reception-room are served your 
breakfast and luncheon by your own servant, and at- 
tached to it is the pantry, a capacious closet for the 
storage of your table-linen and service, and large 
enough for your attendant to make a little coiFee or tea, 
wash the dishes, or cook a slight breakfast. Out of 
this large room open two smaller ones, ten by fourteen 
feet, a bed-chamber, and a study or private retiring- 
room. 

Each section, or house of six or eight suites, has its 
own separate servants, with their own quarters, to whose 
fi^vices each feljow or student has equal rights. This 
staff consists generally of a man and wife or small 
family, who can, between them, readily cook the break- 
fa^, prepare the morning baths, brush the clothes^ 
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black boots^ and run the errands of -the six or eight 
single gentlemen who form the family. Some of these 
servants, as is always the case around a college, become 
quite scholastic in appearance and demeanor. In Cam- 
bridge this male attendant is known as the " gyp f in 
Oxford as the " scout.'* 

The development of the undergraduates' quarters to 
the present generous provision illustrates somewhat the 
progress of social life and habits during the past 
century or two, and affords evidence of some curious 
changes. In early times undoubtedly two or more 
students were quartered together. " Chum" is a con- 
traction of chambermen. It is likely, in remote times, 
that six students occupied a common sleeping-room 
with three or more beds in it ; but even then each one 
of them, as the ancient buildings show, had his sepa- 
rate little cell, generally opening out of the common 
bed-chamber, to which he retired to read, study, or 
" muse." From this habit this little cell became known 
as the student's " museum." Here we have the history 
of another word now diverted to quite a different 
special use. The change in personal habit and feeling 
made by a few hundred years is quite curious. The 
student of Cambridge to-day would willingly read, 
write, or study in a common chamber with another 
man, but he would, under no circumstances, share his 
bed-room with him. 

My rooms look out on either side on prospects 
pleasing to the eye, cultivating to the taste, and ele- 
vating in association and suggestion. On one side they 
command the classic green quadrangle, all shaven and 
shorn, with its cloistered arcades, venerable gray tombs, 
monumental legends, and the admonitory walls and 
columns of gone ages. On the other side the study and 
bed-chamber sweep a small stretch of college park, 
looking out on gardens with ivy and roses, and a clear 
little stream in which, from your windows, you can see 
the fishes swimming under the crystal waters, and on 
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whose quiet bo6om placid ducks and philosophic swaiifl 
live in amity with their finny friends. Wide, roomy 
seats are built into these windows, in the pleasant old 
English fashion, and very delightful and restful they 
are when you look out from them on noble trees, 
charming gardens, and vistas of leafy boughs and 
lake and meadow. Compare this with the red brick 
walls and the bare wastes of clay, and, perhaps, the 
barren, neglected campus, which form the entourage of 
a new American school and leave their painful photo- 
graph forever on the minds of its children. 

On the walk of these rooms hang some good en- 
gravings and a small painting, a mounted fox head and 
brush, a worn horseshoe, probably from the heels of 
some triumphant racer, whips, spurs, crossed oars, some 
hunting pictures. It is proper to add that there are 
also some books. The suites of the fellows are gene- 
rally somewhat superior in accommodation to those of 
the undergraduates. 

Life in one of the colleges of an English university 
is something very diflFerent from that of an American 
college. Intellectually it is something far higher and 
stronger. The undergraduate is not the central feature, 
as with us, but only an incident. The living college is 
the master and the fellows. The undergraduates are 
but the younger members of the academic family and 
on the threshold of the house, — ^the little children who 
are seen and not heard. 

Again, not the least part of the liberal endowment 
of an English college is the tradition of social usage 
and habit which it carries down, by forc/C of which any 
student coming to live within its walls and sharing its 
life receives the training of a gentleman, acquiring the 
personal habits and manners which fit him for associa- 
tion with the better classes of society. In the average 
American college the student leaves either a boor or a 
gentleman, just as he entered. In the English college,, 
however, the home for hundreds of years of the sons 
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of gentlemen, the habit of life has become fixed and 
traditional, and any boy going through it comes out 
with that as a part of his education. 

The daily life of the English college-resident is 
simple, and differs from ours distinctively in the care 
with which it is arranged to distribute the time for 
work and exercise or rest, and the ease with which it 
consequently bears on the individual. The English 
student attains a far higher grade of scholarship than 
ours, but we never hear of his breaking down, of shat- 
tered nerves and prostrated brain. He takes more 
time, it is true, but saves his body and his head. 

The order of the college day is roughly this : Bathe 
in your room at six or seven o'clock ; breakfast served 
in your front chamber at seven or eight o'clock ; read- 
ing until one o'clock p.m., when there comes a light 
lunch in your room, generally only bread and cheese 
and strong college ale. 

Lunch-hour ends absolutely the day of study or 
work. At this point the whole college — master, fel- 
lows, and students — betakes itself to the open air, and 
spends the whole afternoon, until six or seven o'clock, 
out of doors, walking, riding, boating, fishing, or at ath- 
letic games. It is here the college boy builds himself up 
for life. At seven o'clock dinner, and from dinner to 
bedtime rest. This is the common schedule of an or- 
dinary university day. I have heard that there are 
^^ reading men" who burn the midnight oil far into the 
night, but I write only of what I have seen. 

The college dinner is an imposing and perhaps the 
central feature of the daily life of the university. 
Here, in the great hall, the whole college meets together 
in pleasant union, and it is, I believe, now the only 
general meeting of the day, compulsory prayers being 
abolished except on extraordinary occasions. The hall 
itself — a survival of the old baronial times of the days 
of the "boar's head and rosemary" — is always one 
of the most striking an hitectural features of the college 
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building. It is a fine and lofty room, with arched or 
fretted or handsomely-designed roof, the walls adorned 
with rich panelling and carvings, statues, heraldic de- 
vices, armorial shields, and old inscriptions, and hung 
with the portraits of founders and benefactors, kings, 
queens, statesmen, and soldiers. It is generally oaken, 
with stone or wooden floors. 

At one end of the great hall, the farthest from the 
entrance, on a raised surface, is placed the table of the 
master and fellows, extending across the room ; on the 
lower level of the floor are tables for the undergrad- 
uates, running the length of the room, and placed at 
right angles with the master's table. All are served at 
the same time and alike. When the hour for dinner 
comes, the master and fellows, with their guests if 
there are any, assemble in the combination-room, another 
fine chamber, of which anon, and move from there into 
the dining-room, the master leading. The same order 
of procession and seating of guests holds as at any gen- 
tleman's table. As the procession from the combina- 
tion room enters the main hall, the undergraduates, 
who are already seated, rise from their benches and 
stand as the college passes. When the procession 
reaches the head of the table, one of the students reads 
or intones a brief Latin prayer, and all seat them- 
selves. At the close of the meal the same ceremony 
is repeated, the undergraduates rising and standing at 
attention as the master and fellows pass out. In 
Queen's College, Oxford, I believe the summons to 
dinner is yet blown from a trumpet by a tabarder, 
but this is exceptional. 

This college dinner, taken thus every day in the 
academic ancestral hall, in the presence of the efiigies 
of great men and good women, the founders and an- 
cestors of the house, in the midst of historic associations 
and venerable traditions, is the dress-parade of univer- 
sity life. 

The dinner, I should have said before, is the ordinary 
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solid Euglish evenuig meal of four or five courses, — 
a soup, a fish, roast meat and vegetables, a salad and 
dessert. Ale is served the undergraduates on allowance, 
I believe. On the master's tables there are generally 
wines, in some colleges on allowance, at others ordered 
at cost prices. The EngKshman, however, generally 
always drinks a huge flagon or tankard of ale with his 
wines, sometimes before and sometimes after. It seems 
always to be in place to the British stomach. The col- 
lege cellars, I need hardly add, are most excellent : tra- 
dition does its work kindly and gently even here, and 
one generation takes care of the next. 

Dinner over, the undergraduates are dismissed to their 
room^, while the master and fellows retire to " the com- 
bination-room,'' where over their coffee and after-dinner 
wines the evening is spent in conversation and discourse. 
The combination-room is a spacious chamber, large 
enough usually to accommodate forty to sixty men, in 
solid old-fashioned arm-chairs, with tables, reste, screens, 
and stools. It is also hung with memorial paintings 
of benefactors, masters, distinguished ^'fellows" who 
have passed out into the world and become statesmen, 
cardinals, generals, writers, martyrs, or won fame in any 
way. Every old college has its gallery of these ite 
honored* children, and they are among its chiefest treas- 
ures. The room itself quickly becomes a centre of in- 
teresting association and academic tradition. In our 
combination-room at Emmanuel, for instance, more than 
one hundred years ago. Dr. Samuel Johnson was a fre- 
quent visitor, and the spot where he always sat, just to 
the left of the warm chimney-place as you face it, is 
pointed out as a tradition to-day, and the broad chairs 
we sat in this year were the same used then. It was in 
the combination-room of Oriel College, when Keble, 
and Whateley, and Newman, and Arnold, and Pusey 
were fellows, that the celebrated " Tractarian" move- 
ment took its start. 

The fellows of a college in residence at times may be 
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only eight or ten, when, of course, this room is too 
large, but the little groups gather in the gloaming of 
the fireplace, and the effect of the shadows around them 
advancing or retreating into the dark recesses of the 
spacious walls is very picturesque. Wax candles, I 
may say here, with their antique religious light, are en 
r^le in a well-regulated old combination-room, gas 
being too modern and shoddy. A solemnly stately but- 
ler, with white hair and portly, judicial air, is also an 
indispensable property. 

Smoking, I believe, is not customary in the combina- 
tion-room, the fellows, who retire at their convenience 
during the evening, going to their own chambers singly 
or in squads for a pipe or cigar. At eleven or twelve 
the English university man brews a pot of hot tea, 
drinks it, and on this extraordinary sleeping-potion goes 
to bed. Here ends the college day. 

Emmanuel College was founded to nourish and as- 
sert the Puritan principles inside the Church of Eng- 
land, and for a long time it distinctively represented the 
Puritan idea in English thought and history. Its very 
name was a battle-cry. Emmanuel — " God with us" 
— was the watchword and popular device of the early 
Puritans. They wrote it at the head of their letters, 
used it as a common form of salutation in their homes 
and on the streets, and later on under Cromwell shouted 
it at the head of regiments in the crucial hour of battle. 
The chapel of this Puritan college, as a protest against ec- 
clesiastical tendencies and superstitious usages, was built 
plain as a Methodist meeting-house, pointed north and 
south instead of east and west, and was never consecrated. 

Those stirring old times are gone, and nothing is left 
of them at Cambridge, not even the cold ashes of the 
dead controversies. The ancient theological camp is 
now the pleasant home of humaner letters and a pas- 
sionless science which studies their remains as it would 
the nerves of a frog or the traces of a prehistoric hah- 
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itation of the globe. Toleration, a spirit of judicial 
study, is the claim and intellectual boast of the Cam- 
bridge of to-day. It is its pride now that it never 
burnt a bishop on either side when the fires of hate 
and narrowness were flaming over all England. 

Speaking one evening at King's College table of 
Whistler, — 

^' It may be heresy here,'^ I said, " to admit to an 
enjoyment of his paintings.^' 

"There are no heresies in Cambridge," promptly 
spoke up the senior fellow at the table. 

In looking over the worn and somewhat defective 
records of the early years of Emmanuel College one 
sees very clearly the direct stream of its influence on 
the thought and history of our land. From its walls 
came Thomas Hooker, John Cotton, Nathaniel Ward, 
John Ward, and many of the lesser divines of colo- 
nial New England, John Bradshaw, president of the 
court which tried Charles I., and others of the famous 
regicides, some of whom sleep to-day on our shores, 
and also a large number of the historic *' Assembly of 
Divines," who, in the palmy Parliamentary days of 
Puritanism, drafted the " Shorter Catechism in West- 
niinster Abbey. 

After much search we found, on the original rolls, 
the date of the taking of his degree of M.A. by John 
Harvard, the early scholar who has given his name to 
the new Cambridge University of our country. It was 
in 1628. This date, I think, has never before been 
published, not being found in the large two-volumed 
history of Harvard. The record of graduation seems 
to have been lost, but the degree is taken in course. 

Among the incidental library treasures of Emmanuel 
shown me was an autograph letter from Edward Everett, 
who visited the college some thirty years ago, examined 
with interest its records, and on returning home sent it 
some volumes of New England academic history. 

It seemed at times rather odd to me to recall the 

D 7 
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memories of the rigid old Puritanism of self-sacrifice 
and severe manners and personal austerity — the cid 
Puritanism we know so well in our land — here in its 
modern home. The old Greek walls, with their once 
hard Pro^esfcint lines, are toned and softened and 
mellowed by time. The rigid distinctive intellectual 
principles of ancient struggles are lost in the broader 
culture and wider range of modern thought. The 
Puritan college of Cambridge to-day does not differ 
materially from the High Church college or the Broad 
Church college of the same university. The old 
names are there held in affectionate memory, like 
family portraits, but that is all. I hardly think the 
gaunt old Puritan of the seventeenth century would 
recognize his Emmanuel boy at Cambridge to-day. I 
much fear the undergraduate has a carnal knowledge 
of playing cards and running horses and boat-racing 
and strange wines and ungodly games, and I do not 
think the corporate fellows would object to having 
their college and now-consecrated chapel all covered 
over with Madonnas and saints and crucifixes, if only it 
were done in good taste and in the highest glory of mar- 
ble and stained glass, and mosaic and oaken carving. 

But these Puritan descendants have not forgotten 
their fathers. They may not lead their austere lives 
to-day any more than they should wear their quaint 
clothes, nor would it do any more good. But they 
give to all the freedom for which the Puritan fought, 
and thus afford the sweetest incense to his memory, 
and in the daily college life keep green the names of 
• the founders and leaders. They venerate the ancestral 
manes ; they honor their parents in the goodly land 
which the Lord has given them ; and every evening the 
gathering in the combination-room is a reverent func- 
tion m piam memoriam. The libation is generally 
claret, sometimes port. 

I was interested in finding how moderate are the 
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expenses of the undergraduates at Cambridge in com- 
parison with the generous provision for his living and 
tuitiour An allowance of seven hundred and fifty 
to one thousand dollars a year will sustain a boy 
creditably. This sum will not only cover necessary 
expenditures, but enable him to bear his fair share in 
the college amusements, boating, cricket, etc., and mix 
on equal terms with his associate. My friends thought 
one thousand dollars a rather generous estimate, which 
should also cover the travelling expenses of the year to 
and from Cambridge from a home in England. For 
this sum the student not only gets the thorough train- 
ing of a strong college, but lives in the strengthening 
atmosphere of seventeen colleges, with all their splendid 
inheritance of centuries of tradition and association. 

In outward organization the university is a union of 
independent colleges forming a literary commonwealth. 
These colleges hold to the central government much the 
relation of our States to the national government at 
Washington. Indeed, following out the line of this 
comparison, the university might aptly be called the 
United Colleges of Cambridge. This phrase will, 
perhaps, best convey to the American mind the outline 
of its constitution. Each college manages its own in- 
ternal affairs, regulates its own admissions, establishes 
its own cursusy governs its own students, administers 
its own endowment, and elects its own master. The 
university organization masses the forces of the whole 
of them as against the outside world. It confers de- 
grees, elects members to Parliament, and generally 
deals with the outward or "foreign affairs" of the 
academic commonwealth. 

Under recent acts of Parliament very considerable 
changes are being made in the constitution of the uni- 
versities and the administration of the colleges, but 
they are too wide and complex to take up in the limits 
of this paper. The general movement I may say. 
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however, is towards centralization, — the strengthening 
the University at the expense of the several individual 

I must stop here, noting only io closing one 
touch of local color. Every night here, pre- 
ine o'clock, the curfew-bell sounds. It tolls 
&me strokes as in the troubled times of the 
inqueflt, carrying us back hundreds of years, 
lot carry us off to bed any more. 

II, Eholamd. 
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CHAPTER Vin. 

ENGTJD3H POLITICAL LIFE. 

A Transition of Sovkrkign Power in Progress — The Eng- 
lishman's Development from the "Subject" into the 
" Citizen" — Government of the Great Families — The 
Aristocratic Order — Land its Basis — The Blow to 
English Society that Comes from our Prairies — The 
English Castle and the Kansas Wheat-Field — A 
Bloodless and Silent Kevolittion — The Runntmeixb 
of 1880. 

English politics are an extremely interesting study 
at this moment, because they are in a transition state, 
and the old forces and the new define themselves more 
clearly than when the country is in repose and standing 
still. The government is passing from the hands of 
an aristocracy into the hands of the people, and this 
by reason of a change in the social structure of Eng- 
land itself. The old England whose corner-stone is 
class and privilege is dissolving in the new political . 
acids of the nineteenth century. The stratification of 
society — many classes and orders of the people, and 
these classes resting one upon another — is giving way 
to a new order of things, where, as nearly as possible, 
society becomes homogeneous, rank is done away with, 
and all classes are fused into one mass. 

For many centuries England has been governed by 

its great families. The castle was the germ of political 

power, as the township is with us. The people were 

not sharers in the management of the nation, but 

"subjects,'' nominally of the crown, really of that 

order— or, in American parlance, "ring''— of great 

families who made and unmade kings and queens. 

79 
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Now the EnglfshmaD is developing from the " sub- 
ject*' into the " citizen/' This is the silent revolution, 
social and political, which is in progress to-day in Eng- 
land. It is noiseless, bloodless, after the fortunate 
fashion of the land, and moves ever without violence, 
but it is none the less radical and thorough. 

No one can look on the landed aristocracy of Great 
Britain without a sense of profound admiration for the 
power and self-control which have constructed and 
sustained the order. For many centuries it has 
governed England absolutely, controlling to its own 
use and behoof the power of the crown, the Church, 
the army, the schools, and subordinating to itself and 
its own uses trade and commerce and wealth. There 
has been a breadth and intelligence and self-restraint 
necessary to achieve and keep all thift which challenges 
respect and admiration. These great families acquired 
ana held all the land of the country, and so held a 
nation as tenants. When votes became the coin of 
government, they kept all the votes to themselves. 
Withal there was a certain conscientiousness in all this 
princely plunder. They did not defend it as a lordly 
robbery. They wished to show a better title than 
the sword for this high estate, and so they held it all 
in trust for the nation. The ballot was a trust in the 
hands of the few to be exercised for the benefit and 
good of the many. This was Burke's famous theory, 
brilliantly elaborated in his brilliant style, and doubt- 
less he believed it. And if you ask an English lord 
of to-day, he will tell you that he holds his magnificent 
estates, — hundreds of broad farms, villages, towns, 
counties, — not as a selfish personal possession, but in 
trust for all the people. Nevertheless, in both of these 
instances it is clearly a case where the trusteeship is 
more desirable than me usufruct. 

The people have gotten the votes to themselves, and 
now they are getting the land. This is the revolution. 

Without question, the large English holder by descent 
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does feel a responsibility over, which the American 
landowner by purchase never experiences. His fathers 
did acquire their land as a trust, to defend the kingdom. 
The trust has passed now into a different shape, and 
those who are conscientious recognize it. The defect of 
the theory is that those who are not conscientious or intel* 
ligenfc do not recognize it, and there is no way of making 
them. The suffering usufructuaries have no remedy. 
. The submergence of the English aristocracy in the waves 
of the people is a sight which even the American re- 
publican views not without a certain sadness. The 
ultimate gain to the whole people is large.' The 
immediate loss to the world is definite and sharp. As a 
class the aristocracy of England is probably the best 
and highest that has ever been. It has been more con- 
scientious, more dignified, of a higher moral and in- 
tellectual grade, than the nobility of any other country. 
- To its blood and birth it has added education and 
wealth, consecrating them to its high social and politi- 
cal uses. Thus it has become educated without pedan- 
try, and wealthy without vulgarity. . It is this trinity 
of hereditary power and education and wealth which 
has made it strong and permanent. 

As a consequence of all this it has evolved a very 
high type of man and woman, — a flower for the enjoy- 
ment of all the world. In physical health, in personal 
cultivation, in gentle manners, in a delicate sense of 
honor, in the perfection of his mode and order of life at 
home, the English gentleman of our day stands without 
a rival. Other classes of other countries may approach 
or equal him in some one of these points, but in the com- 
bination of them all there is none that comes near him. 

Now, the lower-class Englishman, in whom, by the 
force of numbers, he will be lost, is not a pleasing or 
desirable order of man. When the English aristoc- 
racy goes down it is not merely the dissolving of a 
venerable historical picture, like a ruined abbey or a 
fallen castle. It is a positive loss. Thoughtful Eng* 
/ 
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lishmen to-day will tell you that the irarainent danger 
to English society is the coming up of large masses of 
uneducated wealth, which, presumptuous and vulgar just 
in proportion to its ignorance, deteriorates and lowers 
the tone of opinion and thus degenerates the fibre of the 
whole social structure. This is so in every country, but 
is especially so in England, for the lower-class English- 
man is a peculiarly ungracious and disagreeable kind of 
being. The safety of England and the hope of good 
for all her classes lie in the fact that this change has 
been going on very slowly. 

Just at present, however, there are many indications 
that a crisis is threatening that may hasten the course 
of English history beyond its average slow movement. 
Curiously enough, the impulse comes directly from our 
side of the ocean. 

Land is the basis of the English aristocracy. Its 
rentals have been their revenue, and all of it, for a peer 
could not go into trade. The rental of land depends 
ultimately on its bread-yielding power, — the value of 
the wheat it will raise. But land, having become the 
corner-stone of social position and power of all kinds, 
has come to have a fictitious value in England far be- 
yond its wheat-raising value. The new-made millionaire 
in England is nothing until he owns a large country 
estate. This, and this alone, will give him any position 
in the county and open, grudgingly and sparingly 
enough it is true, the doors of society. Consequently, 
the new manufacturer and tradesman buy it at any price. 
Thus it has come to j)ass that in recent years, while the 
rents or income of land have been coming down, the 
j)riee of land has been going up. The new men want 
it without reference to its legitimate value. 

With the rise of commercial fortunes values have been 
going up all over England, as over the world. It costs 
more to live, and the landed classes, even if getting the 
rents of a hundred years ago, are relatively poorer. But 
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they do not get the old rents, for the value of wheat is 
going down all the time; and the value of wheat is the 
measure of the rent wJhich the tenant-farmer can pay. It 
is the farmer whose profits support the landed aristoc- 
racy. The castle rests on the farm. Now, it is the tre- 
mendous importation, at ever cheaper rates, of our 
American wheat into England which is steadily lower- 
ing the market price of English wheat and the rental 
of English farms. Thus comes a dramatic situation. 
The Kansas farmer, the men of Minnesota, Nebraska 
and Dakota, all-innocent of their work, are sapping 
away the foundations of the aristocracy of England. 
Every swath in a Western wheat-field topples a stone 
from an English castle. 

The social and political fate of the strongest and 
ablest aristocracy of Europe is being worked out to-day 
on a foreign continent and by emigrants from Euro{>e, 
— the stones which the builders rejected there. It is 
Nemesis. 

This is the situation, and every year it is getting 
worse and worse, for every year the price of land will 
represent less and less its bread-yielding power and 
more and more its social power, and with the perfection 
of transportation and the opening of wider areas to cul- 
tivation American wheat will be laid cheaper and 
cheaper at English doors. Then, again, another pres- 
sure hastens the crash. Growing slowly poorer, the 
landed nobility have been for a generation or two doing 
what most other people do in like situation, — borrowing 
and mortgaging their land. To-day the landed estates 
of England, as a whole, are heavily encumbered, many 
of them up to their full value. As the power to pay 
off debt is steadily decreasing, this effort for relief only 
speeds the final disaster. One of the imminent questions 
which confronts most gravely the new Parliament is 
some plan for the relief by law of the landed estates of 
Great Britain burdened by the debts and charges of 
generations. 
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radical the social and political changes in 
9 in EDgland, there will not likely be any 
in the form of govemmeDt in our time : Eng- 
ines a form too well. The great families admin- 
tbeir aristocratic government under the form of 
rchy. The people likely will administer a re- 
II government under the same monarchical form. 
d to-day is as republican as we are in many 
but the old forms remain unchanged, — venerable 
turesque, but lifeless. 

is the revolution which is going on to-day in 
i;land of our sight, and it is as great and impor- 
any in her history, as sharp in its lines, as far- 
l in its consequences. Conventional travellers 
t the plains of Runnymede to sentimentalize or 
in jmtriotic platitudes, hut there is a current 
through Westminster to-day, and at every 
-poll in England, with a stream clearer and 
and more fateful thao ever ran the historic 
rooks of Surrey. 



CHAPTER IX. 

GLADSTONE. 

0LI8H StATESUAM TS HIS LOHDOH HOUE — A PSH- 
AIT OV THE MiN— THI SCHOLAB Ilf ElTROPBill PoLI- 

Ur. Gladstone on American Ooybunment Aduih- 
lON — Thb Payment ov oub National Debt — Hia 
lUEKTAL Bbpitblioahism — Free Trade. 

DND Mr. Gladstone, the scholar-statesman of 
I, amoDg books, letters and MSS., and volumes 
iuocessive strata on his table. The last number 
Nindeenih Ceniury served as a paper-weight, 
down a mass of official parchments. A file 
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of Greek newspapers peeped out from the covert of a 
pigeon-hole, — Cyprus was then the b^e noir of English 
politics, — looking like erudite mummies among the 
strapped and indorsed bundles of parliamentary briefs 
and " orders for the day." The " Homeric studies" of 
the Oxford "double-first" scholar were coming into the 
most practical kind of play as a political force. Dis- 
raeli himself could not have asked a more dramatic 
situation. 

Mr. Gladstone's London dwelling is a plain, spacious 
house, one of a substantial " row,'' with the ordinary 
architectureless front of a close-built city street. It 
stands on Harley Street, in one of the most solid and 
respectable quarters of London. Inside there is only 
the usual provision of the average well-off citizen, — a 
great deal of comfort, but no display. He avoids the 
palace-atmosphere in his own home, just as he eschews 
the glamour of imperial ideas in politics. Simplicity 
is, indeed, one of Mr. Gladstone's ruh'ng characteristics. 
The visiting-card of the ex-premier of England reads 
simply " Mr. W. E. Gladstone." 

This is, indeed, all the rank he is entitled to under 
the social laws of England, which are held more binding 
and sacred throughout the land than the acts of Par- 
liament. It is one of the triumphs of the English 
social organization, which it has taken centuries to 
perfect, that at a London dinner-party Mr. Gladstone 
(out of office) would have to yield precedence to any 
hobbledehoy of a school-boy whose father chanced to be 
an earl. 

In this modest house the work-room of the veteran 
statesman is a moderate-sized chamber on the second 
story, lined with books and very solidly furnished 
with heavy table, large, comfortable leathern chairs, 
and a few fine engravings, some of political, some of 
art interest, the day's papers on the floor. A vase of 
fresh flowers, full of color and bloom, smiled through 
the sombre smoke and muddy fog of London. 
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In personal appearance Mr. Gladstone is an avttve, 
litlie, muscular man, mtlier tall, and of well-propor- 
tioned frame. His face and figure have that clear-cut 
: which freiicrally indicates several generations 
llei^tuul activity and pei-sonal leadership. Mr. 
>ne is tlie (lesctindant of a long line of Scottieh 
va of small wealth and limited possessions, but 
nied to stand first in their community, to think, 
Ifad. The face is scholarly, cnltivated, its out- 
)ldly defined by that meagreness of muscle which 
iiishes the intellectual athlete. There is not an 
if superfluous flesh on it. The thin lips and well- 
uth and chin betoken firmness, determination, 
inrance. Seventy summers have sat lightly on 
adstone, but the years have brought their bless- 
reet, and his face in general wears the repose of 
h and exjwrience, strongly lined with the record 
ggle and thought. A new fact, however, or an 
ive opinion wases the whole man with the fire 
th, and the eye flashes with eager light, and the 
ends quickly forward, as if to grasp a fresh ac- 
in. 

■ all strong Englisliraen, Mr, Gladstone is a man 
e physical power and endurance, fond of out- 
ir and work, and the ring of his axe at Hawar- 
familiar to England, has echoed even across the 

Eton boy and a Christ Church graduate, I 
it Oxford that the great university had already 
ng memory enrolled Mr. Gladstone among her 
of state, witli Wolsey and Pole and Laud and 
len and Vane and Clarendon and Sir Thomas 
nd Marlborough and Pitt, and the long list of 
is who have led in field and council, consecraiing 
rained powers to the service of their country, 
Gladstone owes" to his university the intellectual 
g and discipline which have enabled him to stand 
St anr^^g the political leaders of his time, he has 
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amply repaid the debt in the conscientious devotion 
with which he has served at the altars of learning dur- 
ing a busy and eventful life, and a long one, for the 
Eremier's political career began within one year from 
is college graduation, when he was elected to the House 
of Commons as a Conservative. Within two years from 
that time he was in the ministry as an under-secretary. 
Notwithstanding the strain of a continuous political 
career in a country whose political service is, perhaps, 
the most exacting in tlie world at this time, — its interests 
encircling the globe, — Mr. Gladstone has been a most 
prolific writer, his range of study and discussion run- 
ning pretty much over all the fields of modern thought. 
His greater works, " Homer and the Homeric Age,'' 
"Juventus Mundi," *'Ecce Homo," "Vatican De- 
crees," are, perhaps, as well known to the educated 
classes of our own country as to those of England. 
They do not begin, however, to represent the immense 
bulk and varied range of Mr. Gladstone's literary 
labors. These are best seen in the wonderful wealth 
of his magazine articles, which have flowed in a steady 
stream for a generation now through the periodical 
press of England. An edited collection just made by 
one of the London publishers forms quite a respectable 
library in itself. In fact, Mr. Gladstone's contributions 
to the magazine literature of the day have been more 
voluminous than those of many a professional writer. 

In outlining Mr. Gladstone's literary rank and work 
one cannot help noting the absence of any high schol- 
arship in American politics as contrasted with its 
marked presence in European statesmanship. Edu- 
cation, of course, is a prerequisite for the European 
politician, but, further, a respectable degree of scholar- 
ship may even be said to be demanded. Personal cul- 
tivation, I may add, is a further incidental qualification 
growing out of the social structure of the Old World. 
A glance at the English political leaders of the day 
ehows how thoroughly scholarship has entered into 
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their lives. Disraeli, ex-premier, is a distinguished 
novelist. Of Gladstone, premier of to-day, author, 
essayist, raagazinist, I have just spoken, and I might 
have noted his breathing Latin renderings of standard 
hymns which have gone into classic literature. The late 
Earl of Derby, another premier, is known the learned 
world over for his translation of the Iliad. Lord 
Brougham was almost the first scholar of his day. 
The Earl of Caernarvon, a distinguished reviewer, has 
just published a translation of the Agamemnon of 
JEischylus. The Duke of Argyll has published elabo- 
rate works on politico-theological themes. 

Coming down a little farther. Lord Houghton finds 
leisure from his duties in the House of Peers to con- 
tribute a volume of poems, while such active political 
workers as Sir Charles Dilke, Mr. Edward Jenkins, 
Sir George Campbell, Henry Vivian, M.P., Lord 
Lytton, Sir Bartle Frere, Lord Dufferin, Sir Henry 
Eawlinson, and others, have all published popular 
books of more or less literary ability. Sir Garnet 
Wolseley is an accomplished military writer, author of 
an admirable ^'Soldiers' and Officers' Hand-Book.'^ 
Henry Fawcett, M.P., is professor of political economy 
at Cambridge as well as a distinguished writer. 

Coming to France, it is no less striking. Thiers has 
given to the world a pi^ce de rSsistance in twenty vol- 
umes. Victor Hugo, Girardin, Lamartine, Laboulaye, 
Montalembert, Jules Simon, Guizot, are names familiar 
and distinguished equally in politics and in literature. 
The Comte de Paris has produced the most elaborate 
and the best history of our civil war yet written, and 
perhaps the best of all the books called out by oui 
great struggle. Olivier has a new work Just announced, 
and Jules Favre one just out. Even Louis Napoleon 
felt it desirable to assume a virtue, if he had it not, 
and isstied an imperial " Life of Csesar.^' 
* In Italy, Menghetti, prime minister of the outgoing 
Cabinet, is known for his large work on " Church and 
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State/' and Pantaleone, senator and soldier, has brought 
out an elaborate volume " Against Infallibility." 

In Grermany — ^the greatest national force of the day 
— every Cabinet has some of its chairs filled by doctors 
of philosophy, and even the generals are trained schol- 
ars. In fact, in this country, where the entire mass of 
the nation has almost a finished education, the political 
leaders must be men of trained intellectual power. 

Compare all this with our own poverty. General 
John A. Dix ^on some possibly permanent literary 
distinction by a scholarly translation of the "Dies 
Irse.^' Charles Sumner was a vigorous and polished 
writer. The present Secretary of the Navy has entered 
the field of polemics. There are some New England 
names in politics entitled to l)e mentioned respectfully 
in the world of letters ; but how brief the list, and how 
meagre for the whole country 1 The American legislator's 
education is pretty much confined to votes and voting, 
just that particular field of knowledge which Englisli 
public opinion prohibits its legislator from entering, 
forcing him to relegate all this kind of work to "the 
agent,''— ^a special political institution over here, — as 
incompatible with the standing and character of a law- 
giver. Like the " \f hip," the " agent" is a distinctive 
feature in English practical politics to which we have no 
direct equivalent. I shall describe them both farther on. 

In the course of conversation Mr. Gladstone grew 
quite eloquent in praise of the work of the successive 
administrations of our government since the war, warm- 
ing almost into enthusiasm as he recounted their achieve- 
ments in reducing the public debt, and asking practical 
questions as to the internal direction of this uniform 
policy through so many administrations, and as to its 
popular political effects on the country at large. The 
well-considered, almost scientific character of these in- 
quiries showed how thoroughly Mr. Gladstone has 
studied and how closely he has followed our course in 

this matter. Indeed, he has made great practical 

8* 
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political use of it, from session to seasii^n, ibr some 
years, Id lighting tlie Conservative party. 

It was the ambition of Mr, Gladstone as leader of 
♦Kq UjQJgt^f^. of 1868-74 to follow in a moiiest way onr 
1 this (direction, and he did grapple directly with 
tional debt of England, — monster as it is, — and 
ed a very promising movement towards its dimi- 
1. Since his 0Qtgt>ing the movement has not been 
1 on, hut I have no doubt the attempt will be re- 
under his present administration, 
truth, in a general way Mr. Gladstone is rather 
agantly laudatory of our country, standing up 
f to all the assertions in his recent famous " Next 
n" artiole, so complacently received on our side 
water, so severely critioised on this. I fold him 
y I thought he had done us some sulwtantial harm 
s brilliant paper, as our national sense of self- 
;ncy is not, as a rule, in need of stimulant, but 
trs that we were entitled to all he said. 
Gladstone has unquestionably made a close study 
public men and measures of late years, and takes 
for Enghind from our aciiievements, believing 
le two great popular governments of the English- 
tig peoples of the worhl must move in the same 
on, and that what one can achieve the other can 
3e has a familiar knowledge of tiie interior work- 
our political system, and of the work and char- 
of our really prominent men, — the men whose 
es have shown thought enough to catch the ear 
eign statesmen. 
Gladstone avers that our national integrity in 
yment of our public debt — the efforts Iwth of the 
and of administrations made to this end — is 
ling unprecedented in political histort-. To this 
he returned ^ain and again with unfla^ing in- 
inquiring whether the niilion never grew restive 
the continued pressure of taxation, — whether it 
ade a leading issue in the campaign before the 
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people, — and expressing his renewed admiration for the 
courage and integrity of the leaders who carried it 
through, and of the people who are capable of such 
thin^. 

Mr. Gladstone, whom I met in the fall of 1879, 
when he was out of office, was kind enough to go at 
some length into jbhe party situation of the hour, re- 
vealing his mental and political cast in this unstudied 
conversation, following its own drift, far better than in 
an elaborate speech or article. He has all the essential 
fibre of republicanism. He has that faith in the 
people which it is so hard to find in a country where 
society rests on a foundation of sharply-distinct and 
separated classes. He is, as a consequence, the instinc- 
tive enemy of imperialism and all it tends to and longs 
for, hating its dreams and ventures with a hearty 
hatred. He believes thoroughly in movement forward, 
which, for an old man in an old country, is a sign of a 
very young heart. The very atmosphere of Europe is 
depressing and calculated to make one lose faith in 
human progress. Indeed, I have noticed that even the 
American domiciled long in the Old World loses insen- 
sibly that sense of the recognition of a common man- 
hood in all men which is a part of our inheritaiTce. 

Mr. Gladstone out of office was as much a power as 
in. The Marquis of Hartington was the technical 
leader of the Opposition, and did really "drive the politi- 
cal machine" on the floor of the House of Commons, but 
Mr. Gladstone was the heart of the party, the power 
around which the intelligence and personal confiden(.*e 
of liberal England gathered, as the parliamentary cam- 
paign of 1880 abundantly demonstrated. To-day he 
is again at the head of the England that is makiug 
history. 

"Free trade'' is a popular political enthusiasm or 
sentiment with the Englishman, something like the 
instinctive assertion of the Monroe doctrine with us, 
and in this matter Mr. Gladstone is the prophet of his 
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people. For it he has labored all his life, and has a 
wora, in season or out, to be cast on good soil or barren. 

During this visit die subject had not come tip, but 
at the door of the room, aflter having shaken hands, it 
seemed to strike Mr. Gladstone suddenly, and, coming 
out into the hall, he resumed conversation earnestly on 
this new tack, firing out some facts and arguments from 
a thoroughly unstudied and unconventional position 
over the banisters. 

" Oh I I want to say a word, frankly and heartily, 
as we English always do : Why do you persist in your 
illogical policy of protection V^ etc., etc. " You Ameri- 
cans are having everything your own way; you are 
competing against us all the time in manufactures; 
you will beat us finally in the long run. Why vnll 
you retard your own progress?'^ 

" Well, Mr. Gladstone, I come from a city of manu- 
facturers, and we are perfectly satisfied with our rate 
of progress ; in fact, our great national danger is always 
of going ahead too fast, and the very best policy for us 
is one that does retard us a little.^' 

And the momentary colloquy closed as discussions on 
this subject always do. 

LosDoy. 



CHAPTER X. 

AN ENGLISH ELECTION. 
Fixing thx Tims ot Battle — The Brief Campaiok — ^Bs- 

TXTRNING A MXMBER — MEETING OP THE ELECTORS — CON- 
TESTING A Seat — Nature and Cost op the Expenses op 
AN English Parliamentary Election — The English- 
woman AT THE Polls — Woman and Society in Politics. 

An English parliamcDtary election is so different 
from ours^ and the differences show so sharply some 
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of the divergences in practice of our two political 
systems, which are so similar od paper, so dissimilar in 
fact, that they can best be developed and contrasted in 
describing the practical process of returning a member. 

In tiie first place, the time of holding elections 
is not fixed by law, but depends on the will of either 
' one or the other party, — ^an immense tactical advantage 
for whichever party is able to secure it. When Parliar 
ment dissolves, an immediate election is held for the 
next one. The party in power can dissolve whenever 
they wish, if there is any reason so to do. Disraeli 
was watching, for instance, the whole of the year 1879 
for a desirable opportunity to dissolve the Parliament* 
whose limitation of seven years was expiring, ready to 
do so at whatever moment he deemed the public mind 
was in a favorable condition to return a Conservative 
majority in the next. But while the party in power 
have the first shot for this great chance of fixing the 
time of battle, the Opposition, if it should find itself 
stnHig enough to de^t the Ministry, can bide its time 
for that, ana force a dissolution, and the consequent elec- 
tion of a new Parliament at the moment of its choice. 
In either case the election takes place at the will of 
the management of either one or the other party, and 
is not at stated periods fixed beforehand by law. 

In the second place, when an election comes the 
struggle is immediate, short, and sharp. Ten to twenty 
days is full time for a national political campaign in 
England. In that brief time all the work is done, and 
the struggle is over, — this, too, in a country where the 
public pulse does not beat nearly so fast as with us, and 
where ideas travel very slowly. From London to 
Edinburgh is in railway time about the distance from 
New York to Pittsburgh, but an idea will travel from 
Maine to California ten times faster than from Surrey 
to Scotland. Nevertheless, the Englishman puts through 
his political campaigns ten times more rapidly than 
we do. 
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The process of an election, or as tliey call it here 
"returHiDg a member," 13 in this wise: When the 
time comes, either by a ^nerai dissolution or l>y caiixe 
a special vacancy, a writ goes out from Westminster 
Each constituency {American, election district) to scikI 
thwith, or within a certain brief time mentionel, the 
mber or members which constitute its representation* 
fixed by law. This election district is not as with 
a given number of population temporarily defined 
that purpose. It is a borough, a county, a city, a 
iversity that has at one time or another acquired the 
ht to a certain representation. This writ goes out 
the returning officer, who is generally the head of 
! election district whatever it be, the mayor of a city, 
I high sheriff of a county. 

This returning officer immediately calls a public 
eting of the l^al electors to send a member. This 
eting takes place, I believe, generally about two 
ra after the reception of the writ. The returning 
cer who called it presides. Any elector may there 
ninate a member. The nomination is generally 
de by the most prominent and influential gentleman 
the county or borough. If it is seconded by four 
er gentlemen, so that five electors join in proposing, 
: nomination is duly and fully made. The presiding 
cer waits a due inlirval to hear if any other nonii- 
ions are proposed, and, if none are, he then and there 
lares that the nominee proposed is duly returned, 
I issues to him at once his certificate, and the whole 
ng is over. 

Should there, however, be any other candidates, Iheir 
:nds immediately put them in nomination, the names 
five electors in each case being needed to bring a 
ne before the meeting. When two or more have 
n so nominated the presiding officer announces that 
electors have failed to mate any return and that 
ir choice must be decided by a ballot, and he fixes a 
■ for taking this ballot, generally from two to ten 
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days from the meeting. The ballot is therefore only a 
contingency in an English election, and not the soul of 
it, as with us. In ancient times it hardly came into 
play at all, and even in the general election of 1880 
very many members were returned without its use. 

This appeal to the ballot is what in England is called 
contesting a county or borough. "A contest" in Eng- 
land is not a scrutiny of the vote as with us, but exactly 
what we call " running" for afiy office. 

Before any candidate, however, is declared duly in 
nomination, he must, if there is this contest, give bond 
to the returning officer, with two good securities, for 
his share of the-costs of the election. The terms and 
amount of this bond are in the judgment of the return- 
ing officer. If the candidate cannot give it, his nomina- 
tion drops. Up to this time the proceedings have cost 
nothing. If there has been no contest, the gentleman 
nominated has a seat in Parliament without the expendi- 
ture of a cent. 

With the " contest" or running, however, the work 
gets serious. This bond is the check-rein to individual 
political ambition in England. A meml)er of Par- 
liament receives no salary ; the costs of obtaining a 
seat by an election average at the least five thousand 
dollars ; should Parliament dissolve in thirty days after 
it convenes, as is perfectly possible, the seat is gone and 
all is lost. 

It is always a mystery to an American politician why 
the expenses of an English election are so heavy, and 
what they can be. I think the general belief among 
us is that this five thousand dollars — and it sometimes 
goes up to twenty-five thousand dollars or over — 
is simply a bribery and corruption fund, but it is not so 
necessarily, and hardly ever directly. In England an 
election is an affiiir of the candidates entirely, and not 
of the people, as with us. They hold it and conduct it, 
and not the state. Out of their own pockets, therefore, 
they must provide for all the expenses. They pay for 
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the printing of the tickets and all blanks and forms, 
for the hiring of watchers, inspectors, and clerks, and 
for the rent of all the polling-places, which in a large 
district, as in some parts of London, may be enormous. 
These expenses they share among themselves, and it is 
to mutually secure these that the bond is given. 

There are also other individual expenses which are 
legitimate, and which are special to England. The 
lower-class Englishman has not that taste for politics 
which is inbred with us, and great exertion is needed 
to " get out the vote," which is always light contrasted 
with our polling. Now, the most delicate attention 
you can pay the English voter is to haul him to the 
polls in an open two-horse barouche. The lower-grade 
vote generally insists on this, and as a consequence the 
outlay for carriages is always a tremendous item in a 
candidate's bill. A carriage for an election day also is 
apt to cost more than for any other day in the year. 

Again, the canvass in England is conducted through 
" agents," whose functions will be explained farther on. 
These agents are generally local attorneys. As many 
are used as may be needed, and gradually the custom 
is spreading of having more and more, until now I am 
assured that in a rural election the entire local bar is often 
divided between the opposing candidates. These at- 
torneys' fees, too, are sometimes regulated on the same 
principle as are* the bills of the livery-stable keepers. 
There is no trouble at all spending the five thousand 
dollars — when one understands the customs of the 
country. 

Finally, the count of the vote is made by the candi- 
dates themselves, and not by the state. On their mutual 
report of the result the returning officer makes out his 
certificate. 

The most novel feature, however, by all odds, of an 
English election to American eyes is the presence of 
wom^ in it, and the active part they take in the can- 
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vass. There is no Duchess of Devonshire to kiss the 
butchers nowadays, but the ladies of England freely 
lend their charms to the adornment of the hustings all 
the kingdom over, and t^ke a personal share and intel- 
ligent sympathy in the work. The wife, mother, and 
sisters of the candidate, and sometimes his cousins 
and his aunts and his friends, appear on the platform 
with him, or ride in open carriages with him and his 
party from point to point during the canvass of a city, 
or on the critical day of the polling, and their names, 
movements, and appearance are duly chronicled in the 
daily prints. Gladstone's wife and daughters it will be 
remembered were with him through all his wonderful 
invasion of Scotland, and they also " assisted" his son 
in his contest for an English seat. A youthful Lord 
Ramsey ran on the Liberal ticket for Liverpool during 
my stay in the country. His young wife accompanied 
him everywhere, and her presence really seemed to be 
popularly his strong point. The Liberal papers referred 
editorially again and again to " this interesting couple,'^ 
and kept the picture steadily before the people. It 
evidently was a political force. The canvass of a 
county whose political control is in the hands of a great 
family, may be almost a kind of picnic. The candidate 
drives out every day from the castle with a brilliant 
party of lords and ladies, and if he is fortunate speaks 
on the platform from the centre of a bouquet of 
countesses and Honorable Marys, — ^a lovely kind of 
election committee forever out of the reach of an Ameri- 
can politician. On occasions the candidate and his 
friends who speak with him appear in evening dress 
and with bouquetsat the button-holes, — a proceeding that 
would be r&ther desperate here. In England society 
is a power in politics ; here it is something which the 
average voter resents. 

The women of course enter into politics with that 
charming disregard for principles and regard for men 
which is so pleasing a eharacteristio of the sex e'^ery- 
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where, and their participation lends a piquant flavor to a 
— "tiad campaign entirely lost to us. The politics, like 
ChnrcL, of an old family, however, is generally a 
XT of descent. 

; is not likely that this phase of political life will 
obtain here. In England politics enters into the 
■ fibre of society, and is part of the social structure, 
family is the unit of society there, and not the 
vidual, as with us. The government of the kiiig- 
up to tbb time has been entirely a matter of 
UD great families, — part of their property and 
pation, — and naturally all the family talie an in- 
it in it. Gentlemen — the young sons of peers or 
lential oounty Amities — as little able to do any 
;ical work as school-girls themselves, also often go 
nd with the party, lending the influence of the 
Jy and name by their presence. It is something 
sending the empty family-carriage to a funeral, but 
KB the work with the English voter, 
nglishwomen, it should be added, by the force of 
kind of education learn, after a fashion, a good deal 
olitics, and have a knowledge of public a^airs and 
an interest in their country which the American 
lan does not. When a girl can hel|» her lover into 
Jameot, which, in England, means something much 
e than going to Congress here, or a married woman 
distribute secretaryships or curacies for social vas- 
i/i faithfully performed, politics becomes fully as 
resting ae dancing or millinery. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

THE INTERROGATION POINT IN POLITICS. 

AiN English Usage— The Government at the Bar of the 
House ot Commons — The Member at the Bar of the 
People. 

There is one practical point in British politics so 
unlike anything in our own, and so marked in their 
system, permeating it from top to bottom, that it is 
worthy of special presentment. It is the usage of 
interrogation. 

From first to last, the Government to the House of 
Commons, the members of the House to their respective 
constituencies, are always on the stand, bound to an- 
swer clearly and explicitly any question asked in good 
faith and in the language of gentlemen. Information 
from the Government to the people is not, as with us, 
given in lengthy argumentative messages or elaborate 
speeches, but daily, and in brief, direct replies to spe- 
cific inquiries. It is simple question and answer, as 
plain and unequivocal as the talk between two men on 
a matter of business. 

This usage probably grows out of the admitted 
candor and straightforwardness of the British char- 
acter, which loves simplicity and directness and honors 
them, and which hates indirectness and concealment. 

I can best illustrate this point of practical politics by 
describing briefly its mode of use in the two instances 
in which it is brought into most marked prominence, 
— viz., the interrogation of the Government in the 
House of Commons, and of the representative, or 
" member,'' as he is here called, when he appears before 
his constituency from year to year, either to stand for 
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election or report to his county the action of the House 
during its expired session. 

In Parliament there is one distinctive feature to which 
there is nothing of parallel or analogy in our Congress. 
When you enter the House of Commons the object 
which perhaps strikes you first is "the treasury bench/' 
a large, solid table-desk, covered with papers, and 
standing directly in front of the Speaker's desk. If 
you are acquainted with the personnel of the politics 
of the day, you see around this table the familiar 
features of the leading ministers, — the Ministry of 
England, the Cabinet of our Government. They are 
there with their briefs and data, and sometimes with 
clerks to answer squarely and directly and immediately 
such questions as may be put to them by the represen- 
tatives of the people. This is done daily, I might 
almost say hourly. Sometimes, indeed, a whole session 
may be simply a fire of question and answer, — ^the ques- 
tions a brief sentence or two, carefully framed, the 
answers equally short and well weighed, for on these 
answers the Government must stand. It cannot shelter 
itself behind a mountain of words. 

On this right to demand of the Government full and 
explicit information on any subject at any time there 
are no limitations by law. There are limitations, how- 
ever, necessarily, by usage. The same love of fair play 
which has evolved this system of interrogation demands 
that, in mattei*s so weighty as afiairs of state, fair and 
due notice shall be given of the question to be asked. 
An immature or hasty answer might be injurious to the 
best interests of the country, and, besides, would not be 
entitled to the weight and consideration of one duly 
matured and carefully framed. 

Accordingly, it has grown into a usage that the 
questions to the Ministry shall be submitted to them 
in writing at least one day before the answer is de- 
manded. The questions are, therefore, generally handed 
into the treasury bench on the floor of Parliament the 
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day before an answer is publicly asked on the floor. 
Sometimes they are read aloud, and sometimes only 
quietly handed to one of the ministers in the most 
informal way, pencilled on a bit of paper, the back of 
an envelope, or anything that comes to hand. 

There being no limitation by law, any member of 
course, if he chooses, may spring any question without 
a moment^s notice, and demand a snap answer. This 
however, is considered " bad form," only injures the 
individual who attempts it, and the public sense of 
fairness justifies the minister in declining to reply until 
he has had proper time. I have seen this done, and 
am satisfied that the " smart" member who attempted 
it only hurt himself; and, in truth, the minister's dig- 
nified refusal to return any answer until he could give 
one worthy of a responsible Grovernment was applauded 
by the Opposition as well as by the Right. 

Tlie Ministry, again, may decline to answer any 
question when, in their judgment, the answer would 
be detrimental to the interests of the nation at that 
time. This is, the same as with us, a right which 
must be exercised judiciously as well as honestly. 

Lastly, the questions must, of course, be put in good 
faith and couched in respectful language. The buf- 
foonery which so often obtains at Harrisburg or the 
rough vulgarity of Albany would simply put its users 
out of the doors at Westminster. 

It is on the hustings, however, that this custom of 
interrogation takes its most striking and popular form. 
There the member answers to his constituency face to 
face in their home, just as the Government answers to 
the members in the House. The same general rules as 
to notice, good faith, respectful language, etc., prevail 
as on the floor of Parliament, relaxed a little, perhaps, 
by the popular character of the assembly and place. 
It is deemed better, on the whole, not to notice a vul- 
garity on the stump, — or perhaps to cautiously call 
attention to it, — but to go on and answer the question 
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anyhow. These questions take the widest possible 
range, and are always intensely practical. What are 
the member's views on the Eastern question, and on 
"farmers' rights" and ''game-laws" at home? How 
did he vote on the Indian appropriation, and how were 
his tenant-leases drawn this spring? What are his 
views on shooting rabbits or burying dissenters? 
The candidate, or member, is sometimes owner of half 
the county, and half the voters are his tenants. There 
is great latitude in these interrogations, and some of 
them are very curioas and personal. They illustrate 
thoroughly, however, the campaign, and enable a 
stranger to understand the situation rapidly, and better 
than he would from listening to a dozen of one- or 
two-hour speeches. 

There are advantages and disadvantages to this sys- 
tem on which I have not room at this time to dwell, 
but which every expert in practical politics will readily 
see for himself. In England the dangers of the prac- 
tice are largely lessened by that spirit of fair play and 
directness which animates the nation and governs all 
its popular assemblies. There would be danger in 
many parts of our country that freedom of interroga* 
tion would degenerate into license and insolence, which 
would be thoughtlessly applauded. 

The advantages are very great. It tends to check 
sophomoric speech-making ; it brings the representative 
and his constituent in direct and very satisfactory re- 
lation ; it clears up popular doubt or uncertainties, be- 
cause the issues are framed in popular form by the 
voter, not ^ for him, and answered direct Yes or No ; it 
lets the member know clearly what his constituents 
want, and on what issues they are interested ; and, 
lastly, it is essentially democratic. The Government 
is always at the bar of the House, and the House is 
always at the bar of the people. 

LoMBoxr. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

■ 

COMPARATIVE COST OF GOVERNMENT. 

Government Salaries in England and the United States 
-Expenditures, Taxes, and Debts — The Money Economy 
OF Republics. 

There is a certain element of ignorance and discon- 
tent in our country which is always complaining of the 
extravagance and cost of our republican Government, 
national, State, and municipal, and flippantly referring 
to European Governments, most generally that of Eng- 
land, as being something better, more satisfactory and 
economical. I propose to show the folly of this kind 
of talk, not by any argument, but simply by citing 
some facts which will illustrate the cost of government 
abroad. 

I quote England, because, first, that kingdom is most 
frequently held up to us as an example ; and, secondly, 
because it is a constitutional Government of large free- 
don), and the circumstances of comparison with our- 
selves are, therefore, fairer. 

The Lord Mayor of London receives a salary of 
$50,000 a year and a fine residence, — the historic 
" Mansion House" of the city, — -just what we give the 
President of the United States. 

The young Marquis of Lome, as governor-general 
of Canada, receives a salary of $50,000 a year and a 
residence ; again just what we pay our highest oflScer. 

The English ambassador at Paris receives a salary 
the same as that of our President, $50,000 a year, as 
also does the lord high chancellor. 

The money cost of our chief executive is, therefore, 
only that of a whole class of officials, say, of third-rate 
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rank and importance in this monarchy and empire. We 
be^n our scale of salaries at their third degree. 

The Lord-Lientenant of Ireland receives a salary of 
£20,000, or $100,000 a year, for governing a small state 
with less than six million inhabitants. He gets, also, in 
addition, $35,000 more in salaries for his household, — 
not an official household, but a personal one, — chamber- 
lain, ushers, " gentlemen-at-large," master of the horse, 
gentlemen of the bedchamber, etc. This official start*^ 
with just twice the salary of our President and ten 
times that of the governor of Pennsylvania. 

The Prince of Wales for serving the state in " that 
station to which it has pleased Grod to call" him, gets 
$200,000, — four times what is paid by us for the ser- 
vices of a chief ruler. 

The Queen of England for the royal family — her- 
self, her children, and her relatives — ^receives from the 
state annuities amounting to the total sum of £547,000 
— say $2,735,000. We have no change, burden, or out- 
lay of any kind with which to compare this. 

The "Church Establishment" is another political 
tax with which we have nothing to place in comparison, 
and is a very substantial item to the taxpayer. The 
Archbishop of Canterbury, for instance, is paid $75,- 
000 per year ; the Archbishop of York, $50,000 per 
year ; the Bishop of London, also, $50,000 a year, — up 
to and over our Presidential grade. The bulk of the 
bishops, however, — there are twenty-eight, — receive but 
from $20,000 to $25,000 per year. 

As an incidental evidence of the comparative scale 
of cost of British Government, I may mention that the 
English minister to Switzerland receives from his coun- 
try a salary more than twice as large as that received 
by the president of the Swiss republic himself. The 
British minister at Washington also receives $30,000 a 
year, three-fifths of our President's salary, and more 
than the salary President Lincoln was paid. 

Castles and palaces, sometimes furnished, and with 
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even the silver provided, are "thrown in" with thesje 
generous allowances. 

The British Cabinet oflScers receive generally $25,000 
against our $8000 for the same duty. 

Now for the " territories," or provincial possessions, 
of England. The governor of Ceylon receives $35,000 
per year ; the governor of New South Wales, the same ; 
the governor of Victoria, an Australian province, $50,- 
000 ; the governor of New Zealand, $37,500 ; the gov- 
ernor of Jamaica, $35,000, and Sir Bartle Frere, in 
Africa, has b(^n getting $30,000 ; and so the list might 
be extended in all quarters of the globe. Compare this 
with our modest territorial budget. 

But let us come to some departments of expendi- 
tures not personal and contrast our burdens. 

Take a single item. The estimate of appropriations 
asked for the army for this year by the (Conservative 
administration was over $75,000,000. This sum has 
already been exceeded, it is believed, by about 33 per 
cent, making the cost of the army this year $100,000,- 
000 or over. And this is cheap for Europe, for the 
English army is a small one when compared with the 
continental masses of legions. In France the military 
burden is worse, and in Grermany it is appalling. 

The amount asked for the English navy for the 
current year is £10,860,901 ,— nearly $65,000,000. 
This one sum of naval cost is more than our entire 
'* civil service and miscellaneous" expenditure for 1878. 
Or put it this way: The cost of the army and navy to 
England for one year is about equal to all our current 
expenses of all kinds, saving the item of interest on the 
public debt. 

There is always some difficulty in getting the exact 
expenditures of the English Government, but the reve- 
nues raised in 1879 from the kingdom alone — the small 
territories of England, Wales, Scotland, and Ireland, and 
not the empire of foreign possessions — ^amounted to £83,- 
000,000, or about $415,000,000. As England is con- 
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Btantly going detper into debt, this sum represente some 
rnillions less than her expenditures. Our national ex- 
penditure, including interest on the public debt, was, 
for the year ending June 30, 1879, $261,000,000. In 
other words, our cost of government is but three-fifths 
of that of the English, while our population is on<»-third 
more, and our area of territory is twenty-five times as 
great. 

The final proof, however, in the comparative bur- 
den of government will be found in the public debts of 
tlie two countries. It is they which represent the sum 
of costs and the weight. Here the contrast is sharp : 
our national debt is something under two billions of 
dollars, and is diminishing , and England's national debt 
is £777,781,590, the enormous sum of almost four 
billions of dollars, and increasing. As a matter of fact, 
they count it now only by the interest, which, in 1878, 
at their low rates, amounted to £28,412,750. The 
country has lost all hope of paying off the principal ; 
but that is not the worst, — it is not keeping it down; 
and in that is seen the weight of the burden of the cost 
of government, which is greater than the people can or 
will bear. Since 1862, when the interest on the debt 
was £26,000,000, there has been a steady and gradual 
rise, sometimes halting for a year or experiencing an 
inappreciable diminution, it is true, but never holding 
the gain, until it now stands at over £28,000,000. 

And now, how is all this to be met ? This is the 
individual question for our grumblers to confront. 
The Englishman staggers under taxes of which we 
happily know nothing at all, or very little, — a searching 
income-tax, to begin with, stamp acts and excise, probate 
and customs levies. Many of these are of heavy weight 
when contrasted with ours, even under the pressure of 
Avar. The probate of a poor man's will costs two per 
cent, on the sum proved. A tax answering to our 
" collateral inheritance'' statute lays a levy of one per 
cent, on direct or lineal succession, — i.e., the passage of 
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property from father to son. When the legatee is 
farther out than a grand-uncle or aunt, this tax rises to 
ten per cent. Patents for inventions cost $25 at every 
step, the final issuing of the patent costing from $250 
to $500 in addition. There are pro-rata taxes on in- 
surance policies, on every lease, on mortgages, on con- 
\feyances, on settlements, on bonds, on covenants and 
bills of exchange and bank-notes. Then there are 
stamp-taxes, — a tax on every receipt given for a sum 
over $10, on licenses, on houses, on liquors. An at- 
torney must pjiy down $250 to the state on his admis- 
sion as barrister; a notary public, $150 on receiving his 
comm ission. You pay $2.50 for the privilege of carrying 
a gun, and $3.75 for the right to call yourself a servant 
and hire out as one ; a marriage-license costs $10.50, and, 
if you want to marry without previous residence in tlie 
parish or district, the S[)ecial license costs $150. 

Tliis list might be extended almost indefinitely. I 
only cite a few instances at hand to illustrate the weight 
of taxation in a well-governed European state, and 
how it presses in on the individual, annoying, hamper- 
ing, and embarrassing him at every point and turn. 

In fact, we have no idea at all in our fortunate 
country of what taxation in Europe is. In Italy, for 
instance, a country where the vast mass of the people 
are wretchedly poor, — so poor that one who has not 
seen them can have no conception of their poverty, — 
the annual expenditure of the national Government is 
greater than ours, and there are but. 27,000,000 people 
to raise it from, instead of 45,000,000, as in our case. 
The taxation to meet it requires a levy of over $10 
per head. As a sample of their power to bear 
taxation, I may mention that there is an inoome-iax of 
thirteen per centy which is deducted from even a for- 
eigner's interest on an Italian Government security. 

It is to be said in favor of England, at least, that, 
while the people pay high for public service, they get 
good work, — a better return than we do. Their public 
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work is very thorough, and the grade of the public 
servant higher than with us. All this insures a certain 
economy in the long run, and inures to the stability of 
government and the good of the community. 

I am not writing to this question, however. Ours 
is better for the cost than theirs is for their cost. It is 
likely that we lx)th err, — they in having txx) costly a 
public service, we in demanding too cheap a one. The 
point I want to make is the immense cheapness of gov- 
ernment under our system as compared with that of any 
other. It would be better if we would pay a better price 
for all public service and demand a better service, more 
solid work, and a higher class of men to do it, — men 
of education, character, and responsibility. 

These things, however, are other questions, and open 
up endless argument in a hundred directions. The one 
point we are considering now is the immediate cheap- 
ness of republican government. It is rather fashion- 
able among a certain class of people to be forever de- 
claiming about the wastefulness, cost, and extravagance 
of a government carried on by the people, and not by 
a special class trained or born to the work. I maintain 
that a people's government is the cheapest on earth, and 
the republics of the United States and Switzerland and 
France are the proofs. An analysis of the national 
administration of France will show that all those de- 
partments of the Government which are new and dis- 
tinctly republican are managed cheaply or at a mode- 
rate cost to the nation. Those departments which are 
yet run in the old monarchic grooves, as the diplomatic 
corps, for instance, are costly. Switzerland, a republic 
with a population of 3,000,000, has a yearly govern- 
mental expenditure of $8,500,000 ; the 4,000,000 of 
economical Hollanders, who indulge, however, in the 
luxury of a monarch, spend $60,000^000. 

In fact, economy is an incident of republican 
government. 

London. 
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CHAPTER Xin. 

PABUAHENT. 

Political Topographt of the House of Commons — Sitting 
IN Line of Battle — Plan of the House — Taking the 
Ayes and Noes bt a Human Count — Sanctity of the 
Floor—The "Whip." 

Through the attention of one of the leaders of the 
Conservatives, the party in power in England at the 
time of my seeing it, I enjoyed the courtesy of seeing 
the House of Commons from its own floor. This is 
rather an exceptional privilege and a very desirable one ; 
the strangers' gallery, which is cramped and closely 
enough guarded too, giving one a view of only half the 
house, and a very unsatisfactory one at that. 

Ever}'thing in England preaches history if you have 
ears to hear and a mind to understand, and this jealous 
guarding of the privacy of Parliament comes down as 
a usage from troublous times when, if the chamber of 
the House of Commons had been open to visitors, im- 
proper influences might have controlled the action of its 
members. Even now the chance presence of the Prince 
of Wales in the galleries is absurdly remarked on, and 
so great is the sanctity of the floor of the House of 
Commons that the messengers and servants of the House 
itself dare not tread on it when the House is in session. 
If a message is brought to it from the House of Peers, 
the messenger advances to the bar of the House, — an 
imaginary barrier supposed to be swung across the floor 
from the ends of the lower benches on each side of the 
room, — and it is there taken from him by the clerk or 
a member and conveyed to the Speaker's desk. In the 
same way, if you send in your card to a member, no 
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page or servant delivers it at his seat. This messenger 
again halts at the bar. The nearest member, seeing it 
is a private message, takes it and passes it on until it 
reaches your friend or acquaintance. This service of 
courtesy the members hourly do for each other rather 
than suffer a sacred old form to be infringed on or 
weakened. 

The reserved place on the floor which the modern 
centuries have wrested from the old fear and conservative 
tradition is a small compartment capable of seating 
seven persons, or eight if they squeeze. It is on the 
floor of the -House, but carefully railed ofi^ from the 
members' seats. You can communicate with the mem- 
bers, however, who are in the habit of coming up to 
the " reservation^' and speaking with their friends across 
the railing. Admission to this bench is given only on 
the special order of the Speaker in each case. When once 
you are in this intimate inclosure, which in appearance 
much resembles the prisoners' dock in our county court- 
rooms, you have an excellent view of the whole house 
and everything that is going on. You can see every- 
thing and hear everything. In the galleries, a large 
portion of the time, you can do neither. 

On taking my seat inside of this modern and very 
moderate indentation into the British constitution I was 
amused to see how very thoroughly the American was 
there. The theory of this " private bench" is that it is 
a place where members may have an opportunity to 
speak to and see influential personages of the kingdom 
whom they ought to be able to consult or communicate 
with without leaving the chamber. Of the persons who 
occupied the bench this evening of which I write, one 
was an ex-senator of the United States, a second an 
American doctor of divinity, a third an ex-Cabinet min- 
ister of the United States, and another of the two re- 
maining was certainly a fellow-citizen, but I did not 
know him. Five of the seven seats were thus held by 
the Yankee, — ^a small army of occupation. 
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StraDgers, however, whether favored with the " dock 
on the floor" or less fortunate with a seat in the delusive 
galleries^ can hardly complain of their accommodations 
from a House which has not accommodated itself. 

It is a literal fact that there are not seats enough in 
the House of Commons to seat its own members should 
they all attend at one time. In this House there 
are six hundred and seventy-eight members, and there 
are seats for but four hundred and seventy-six. By the 
usage of the House, therefore, no member is entitled to 
his seat unless he is in at prayers, — a rule which has 
something of a schoolboy sound to us. Indeed, the 
schoolboy atmosphere of the House, to which I shall 
again refer, is very marked, and forces itself on one's 
thought all the time. 

The whole matter of seating is very diflerent from 
ours, and conditions the appearance of the House, thfe 
habit and style of speaking, and, to some extent, the 
usage and course of procedure. In truth, the political 
parties sit in line of battle. I will attempt to make it 
afi clear as possible. 

In the first place, there are ho desks or tables for the 
members, — nothing but long rows of red-cushioned 
benches, four tiers, I think, of them rising from the 
floor. 

These benches run along the two sides of the room 
in straight lines. The room is a long rectangle, with 
the Speaker's and clerks' desks at the one end of it, the 
general door at the other. The rows of benches start 
from the upper end of the room, " right'' and " left'^ 
from the Speaker's desk, running down almost to the 
door. An imaginary line drawn from the lower end 
of the benches across the room is " the bar.'^ These 
long parallel rows of benches are divided again in the 
middle by a narrow aisle running up from the lower 
tier to the highest, for purposes of access. This is 
called '^ the gangway." 

The members of the Government party always sit in 
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the tiers of benches to the rieht of the Speaker^ and are 
known as **the Right" The members of the Opposi- 
tion party all sit in the benches to the left of the 
Speaker^ and are known as " the Left." The party 
forces are thus always massed on the floor and face 
each other. These grand parliamentary divisions of 
" Right" and " Left'^ are further brigaded by the " gang- 
way-line," the r^ulars sitting "above the gangway" 
and the irr^ulars of either side sitting "below the 
gangway." For instance, to-day the straight-out Con- 
servatives, who have the government, sit on the right 
above the gangway. The independent Conservatives, 
on whom they can generally depend, but not always, 
sit below them, — i.e., on the right side below the gang- 
way. The straight-out Liberals, or Opposition, sit on 
the left above the gangway, the extreme Liberals, or 
Radicals, just below them, — i.«,, on the left below the 
gangway. 

This custom divides the floor to the eye into four 
distinct political divisions, and one can always see at a 
glance how a vote at the moment would stand. It 
certainly has this advantage. 

The leaders of each party, again, always sit on the 
front bench of their respective sides " above the gang- 
way," and thus face each other. Thus, to-day, on one 
short bench on the right, sit Sir Stafford Northcote, 
Colonel Stanley, secretary of state for war, Mr. Cross, 
etc., leaders of the Right, who, of course, are the Min- 
istry, and facing them, on another small bench, the 
Marquis of Hartington, the official " leader" of the 
Opposition, William Ewart Gladstone, Mr. Foster, 
John Bright, Robert Lowe. The election which took 
place as these sketches were being prepared for publi- 
cation has just reversed these seats. 

Between these two " benches of leaders" is placed a 
large, substantial, square office-deak table with solid 
sides and drawers to the floor. This is strictly the 
clerk's table, but as the clerical officials of the House 
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are not conspicuous, and the right at least of this table 
is occupied by the ministry, with their secretaries and 
papers, this section of the floor is popularly spoken of 
as the treasury bench, although that designation in 
strictness belongs only to the short front bench where 
sit officially the leaders of the Right. 

The space on the floor between the two tiers of right 
and left benches is perhaps fifteen to twenty feet, and 
stretches the entire length of the room. Its uppermost 
boundary is " the treasury bench,'' its lowermost limit 4 

" the bar." This is the arena, or clear floor, into which 
our members are so fond of getting when they want to 
make a speech and give the nation a full view of them- 
selves. No member of the English Parliament, how- 
ever, dare speak from this space, which is always kept 
clear. It is an established rule of the House, come 
down from the centuries now, and a usage stronger than 
any written regulation, that no member shall address 
the House save from some spot where, if he sat down, 
he would sit down on something. So every member 
must stand to his bench, and most unsatisfactory, awk- 
ward, and uncomfortable places are they to speak from. 
This is undoubtedly a " survival," as is everything you 
meet here. 

I furnish a rough, draft or diagram which gives at a 
glance a bird's-eye view of the political topography of 
the House of Commons. The knowledge of this, al- 
though apparently an incidental and ancillary matter, 
is very important for a familiar understanding of Eng- 
lish politics, as the ordinary political phraseology is 
ba^ed on it, and in speeches and newspaper articles, the 
bulk of references to parties, sections, or members is 
made to them not by name, but to the location where 
they sit. 

Sitting on long benches, or pews, with no conveni- 
ences of table or desk, the members, when in the 
chamber, must attend to public business. They cannot 
write private letters or do their committee work during 
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the session, as at Washington. Nor can they adorn the 
furniture of the House with their feet. They can, 
however, when bored, read newspapers and sleep, 
although the position for sleeping is not a happy one, 
and gives the sleeper rather a drunken and disjointed 
air. 

The members sit with their hats on, — another his- 
toric survival. This usage comes down as an assertion 
of the dignity and sovereignty of the House that it 
did not have to uncover before any one. As a matter 
of fact, now only about one-half of the House wear 
hats at one time, a member relieving himself appa- 
rently by sometimes wearing and sometimes removing 
his hat. This custom in this century results in any- 
thing but an effect of dignity, particularly when the 
House is half-asleep. In fact, it often gives a rowdy, 
bar-room appearance or tone to the whole room. It 
has, perhaps, one advantage. When a noble lord is 
undergoing a severe attack from the champion of the 
other side, he simply thrusts both hands away down 
into his trousers-pockets, jams his broad-rimmed silk 
hat far down over his eyes, projects his motionless 
crossed legs stiffly forward, and in this statesmanlike 
intrenchment no movement or play of his features can 
betray him. 

In front of the Speaker's table, on a lower desk (not 
in the diagram), used by the clerks, lies a huge golden 
club. It is the mace, — a substantive historic survival, 
and the outward and visible symbol of the power of 
the House. When the House goes out of session and 
sits in committee of the whole the mace is removed 
and slung on rests under the table. 

Whenever a division is taken in the House of Com- 
mons the members are all told off bodily by a most 
clumsy proceeding, a custom which evidently comes 
down from a very ancient and primitive time. All the 
members get up and leave the floor, deserting the cham* 
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ber absolutely. They are literally poured out into a 

hall, where they separate themselves into two lobbies, 

the " ayes^'going into one lobby and the " noes" into 

another. From these lobbies they file out, each lobby 

pouring out its contents through its own door between 

a pair of tellers. The vote is thus counted, and there is 

no other way of taking it if the yeas and nays are called 

for. Calling for a division, therefore, is a very serious 

matter in the way of delay. Half a dozen counts may ! 

consume a whole afternoon or evening session, especially ^ 

if any of the members choose to loiter in the hall or ^ 

lobby. 

By another curious formality, whenever a division 
was called we " visitors of the House" were removed 
from our private dock to an outer chamber, and when 
the ceremony was over brought back again. The 
reason gravely given for this usage is " lest any stranger 
might get mixed with the members and count^." 
During one nieht I went out thus three times to avoid 
the danger of being pressed in as a British legislator. 

The description of these arrangements — the ma- 
chinery of the House of Commons — has consumed so 
much space, that I postpone to another letter some de- 
scription of the appearance of the House itself and of 
its ways and modes of doing business as compared with 
ours. 

I conclude with some explanation of a human instru- 
ment of machine politics which we do not have on our 
side of the water, in just the same shape, at least, — the 
" whip." 

It is the duty of the " whip" to see that the neces- 
sary party "vote" is always on hand in case it should be 
needed either to carry a measure or to prevent an ad- 
journment. An adjournment can always be had here 
if there are less than forty members in their seats and 
any one chooses to call for a count. 

In this land, where parliamentary attendance is so 
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very negligent, the duty of the " whip" is no light one, 
and requires a large amount of tact, knowledge of so- 
ciety and the different social relations of the members, 
prudence, judgment, and sagacity. He must not be 
nervous and detail the members for duty when they are 
not needed. He must not be reckless or over-confident 
or let himself be misled or deceived on the other hand, 
and be found without any forces when the vote is 
called. 
i/y Everything over here if once tried and accepted works 

itself very quickly into shape and becomes an institution. 
The " whip is now a recognized and well-established 
cog-wheel in British machine politics. He is always 
one of the under-secretaries of the treasury, — I think, 
the second under-secretary. His real work is not the 
treasury business, of course, but the party manage- 
ment and engineering. He has a special oflBce-room in 
the Parliament building, one of the treasury-rooms, 
fitted up for his particular uses and work, with tele- 
graph, messengers, clerks, etc. By courtesy the whip 
of the Opposition has also a room allowed him in the 
building, similarly fitted up, to do his party work in, 
which, to say the least, is very generous of the party 
in power. However, the taxes of the people pay for 
both the rooms. 

When the Opposition come into power their whip is, 
by now-established usage, entitled to the post in the 
new Ministry of second under-secretary of the treasury^ 
and thus the machine works smoothly on. 

LOKDOH. 



118 ENGLISH POLITICO 



CHAPTER XIV. 

PARLIAMENT (CONTINUED). 

House of Commons — The Written Constitution and thb 
ipNWRiTTEN Constitution — Two Systems of Representa- 
tion — The Representation op Numbers and the Rep- 
resentation OF Interest — National Construction and 
National Growth — Society in Parliament. 

While the English Parliaraent and the Congress of 
the United States are fashioned after the same general 
shape, — the former serving, in fact, as the model of the 
latter, — there are essential and fundamental differences 
between them that make all hasty comparisons mislead- 
ing and render the study and practice of English politics 
something very different from that of American politics. 

Both bodies are divided into two Houses, an upj)er 
and a lower; both bodies are elective (in the English 
Parliament the seats of the English peers are heredi- 
tary, but the Scotch and Irish peers are elective) ; both 
IxKlies divide the work in much the same way between 
the two Houses, the lower House controlling the supplies. 
All these general features of resemblance, however, 
only serve to hide the radical differences and mislead 
the superficial observer. 

I shall endeavor briefly, in a running parallel, and in 
the simplest language possible, to point out the funda- 
mental and radical divergencies which exist between 
the Governments of our two great English-speaking 
countries, as administered by their national legislatures, 
and to show in passing how these differences illustrate 
themselves on the floors of Parliament and Congress 
in diverse customs, habits, and modes of procedure. 

To b^in with, the controlling organic difference be- 
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tween the two nations is the difference between a 
growth and a construction. This difference underlies 
everything, — government, politics, law, social structure, 
and every-day habit and usage. England is a growth, 
— we are a structure. You see this in everything you 
look at or consider here, every day and every hour. 
And wherever there is a difference in the habits, man- 
ners, or customs of the two people you can nearly always 
trace it back to this source and determine it by this as 
a rule. 

First, of course, this comes out in the constitutions, 
— ^the bottom and foundation law of both countries. 

We all know that ours is a pure construction, a plan 
traced carefully on paper by political draughtsmen for 
the use of political architects. We know that every 
word has been carefully studied and every clause and 
sentence thoughtfully adjusted, — or tried to be adjusted. 
Every word is plainly written, so that every citizen may 
know it. Many of them have been made the subject 
of legal interpretation, — even the punctuation has been 
so considered. Our Constitution in this feature of ab- 
solute and entire construction does not differ from a 
written contract, an insurance prospectus, or a railway 
company's charter. 

Our own Constitution being thus rigidly framed and 
fixed on paper, we unconsciously assume that all others 
are also. We hear of the " unwritten Constitution" 
of England and assent to it, but I presume the average 
American, nine times out of ten, thinks of this phrase 
loosely as a figure of speech, meaning something, — he 
does not exactly know what. 

As a matter of literal fact, the Constitution of Eng- 
land — ^the fundamental and greatest and determining 
law of the whole country — is absolutely unwritten. 
Nor is it anywhere or in any way divided into chapters 
and sections and division of topics, as ours. Nor is it, 
of course, indexed. It is a vast body of customs and 
usages, most of which are rights which have grown up, — 
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rights of the crown ; rights of the Church and ot 
special Churches; rights of classes; rights of Parlia- 
ment and of each House ; rights jof [)erson8 ; rights of 
colleges, village vestries, abbeys, counties^ etc., etc., etc. 
In tne chapta* of this volume on Westminster Abbey- 
there is noted a striking illustration of one of these 
early personal usages grown into a right of national 
proportions. 

The whole body of these rights and usages which 
have grown up from year to year, and from century to 
century, and which are growing yet, is the English Con- 
stitution. They have never been gathered together, 
they have never been recorded ; some of them have 
perhaps never been definitely reduced to rigid words. 
No one in England would do all this for them if he 
could, and no one could, for these rights and usages are 
living things, changing and growing every day, just as 
our own bodies grow by constant hourly change. 

One can think out for himself how this n^s affect 
the daily life and work of the courts and of the legisla- 
tures, and of the politicians and the statesmen, and how 
it must make their work diverge from ours. 

While the English House of Commons and our House 
of Representatives are both elected by the people, they 
are elected in an entirely different way, and so as to 
represent in an entirely different way the body and in- 
terests of the nation. Here, again, it is growth and 
construction. 

We choose our representatives to represent purely the 
principle of numbers or population, — if that is a political 
principle at all, — each male over twenty-one years of 
age, and not convicted of infamous crime, be he good 
or bad, educated or uneducated, cultivated or vulgar, 
Ainth property or without property, a valuable citizen 
or a worthless citizen, counting one, and being equally 
represented in an infinitesimal fraction of the member he 
sends to Congress. We represent only the individual, 
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not what he is or may have been. We elect our rej)re- 
sentatives, too, by a very simple and easy method, and 
in mathematical proportion to the numbers of the pop- 
ulation, everything accurately "constructed,*' like loga- 
rithms or the tables of a life-insurance company. 

The English system of representation, on the other 
hand, is very complex and very involved, like the un- 
folding leaves of bud and flower and tree. It is a growth, 
various interests and classes having achieved represen- 
tation from time to time as they have forced themselves 
forward into notice and power. It is also changing 
every few years, — yrowing. It could not begin to be 
described in detail within the limits of a letter, being 
elaborate, complicated, and not in any way reduced to 
a simple rule, as ours. There are features in it which 
seem to us to work great inequalities, — ^at least if we take 
our principle of numbers to be the true one. 

The great difference between the two systems, how- 
ever, may be stated thus : That while we represent di- 
rectly only the individual, the English system undertakes 
to represent directly a large number of the higher in- 
terests of the country. The voter does not vote merely 
as an individual, but for what he is worth to the com- 
munity as nearly as that can be ascertained. 

For instance, education is represented when the uni- 
versities send members to Parliament ; the Church is 
represented when the bishops sit in the House of Peers ; 
classes are represented in the same way ; counties are 
represented when they send members as counties ; 
boroughs are represented when they send members as 
boroughs ; and, finally, property is represented in the 
property qualification, nearly always attached, of the 
voter. As a matter of fact, too, the army and the navy, 
great and important institutions and interests in this 
country, are always well represented on the floor of the 
House, — this by the personal choice of the voters, how- 
ever, and not by any direct provision. Labor is rep- 
resented also in the towns which it has built up, — 
w 11 
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Manchester, Leeds, Birmingham, — and which send 
members as tovma and not by reason of population. 

It will be seen that the members of Congress and the 
members of Parliament go to Washington and West- 
minster in a very different way and represent very 
different things. 

The duties and labors of the English Parliament are 
very vast and onerous as compared with those of the 
Congress at Washington. Our legislative functions 
have been distributed by construction to the State gov- 
ernments and other bodies, while in the gradual growth 
of centuries all the burdens of tlie whole nation, and 
latterly of an empire, have been piled up on Parlia- 
ment. Our simple distribution of legislative functions 
is familiar to every one at home. Parliament does, or 
undertakes to do, everything. It debates on the con- 
struction of a bridge across the little Thames one day, 
and the reconstruction of the Indian empire or the con- 
duct of a foreign war or the peace of Europe the next. 
In this respect the machine seems to have broken down 
at present. Everybody, Conservative leader as well as 
Liberal, admits that the business of the House of Com- 
mons is at this moment hopelessly in arrears. It is in 
the condition of a court with an overburdened docket, 
— back, not for terms, but, as is variously estimated, 
from ten to fifty years. 

All these great differences — of organic law, of struc- 
ture, of functions — show themselves clearly, work 
themselves down in the appearance, in the manners 
and usages, and in the mode of proceeding of the two 
great Houses. 

When you first look over the House of Commons 
and contrast it with our House of Representatives, two 
things sirike you at once. You gee, fii'st, that the 
average of years of the represent<itive is higher than 
witli us ; and, second, you find a larger proportion to 
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the membership of distinguished men than with us, — 
men of known ability as soldiers, statesmen, thinkers, 
scholars. 

The first fact is simply the general tendency and 
result of a more highly organiz^ and mature com- 
munity. We send older men from Philadelphia and 
Boston than from the Kickapoo and Oshkosh and 
such-like districts. 

The second fact — ^the larger presence of strong men 
— is directly traceable to the English system of repre- 
sentation and one of its usages. In the first place, the 
average grade of the voter in England is higher than 
with us, which, of course, raises the grade of the rep- 
resentative. Under the system prevailing now, the 
very ignorant man or the man without any property 
interest in his country at all (unless he have a high 
educational qualification, as on the university lists) is 
pretty surely excluded from the ballot-box. No Tam- 
many legions can be marshalled and marched to the 
polls here; and that is the reason, perhaps, why they 
march in New York rather than in London or Dublin. 

Then it is the happy usage of an English constitu- 
ency to select for their representative the ablest and 
most distinguished man they can get in their kingdom, 
whether he is bom inside the parish lines of the district 
or out of them. They want to be represented, not to 
satisfy the claims of Little Peddlington or this or that 
cross-roads section. For instance, in 1865, Mr. Glad- 
stone was returned from South Lancashire, and while 
serving for that district became the leader of the 
Liberal party, succeeding Palmerston. In 1868, South 
Lancashire failed to re-elect him. He was not lost, how- 
ever, either to England or to the party. Greenwich 
immediately asked the honor of his candidacy, returned 
him, and in December, 1868, he was prime minister 
of England. In our country the whole nation would 
have suffered for the ignorance of South Lancashire. 
Again, the Marquis of Hartington, the new leader of 
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the Liberals, at the recent election, stood in a different 
borough from that which sent him to the previous Par- 
liament. 

This judicious " selection of the fittest^' can be made 
in Pennsylvania under our laws, but it is not the cus- 
tom, and the petty feeling of local prejudice is against 
ft. The wildest and most barren and meagrely edu- 
cated district in our mountains can send the most dis- 
tinguished lawyer or scholar of Philadelphia to repre- 
sent them in Congress if they want. Had Thaddeus 
Stevens been rejected by Lancaster, the Chester or the 
Bradford or any other strong Republican district could 
have sent him if they had wanted to ; but I suppase 
they would rather have left the House of Representa- 
tives in the crisis of war without its great leader than 
to have done so. 

Another incidental feature of the House which 
immediately strikes an American is the nijmber of 
dress-suit3 scattered over the room, — ^the men who have 
been to dinner or are going; for "society" here is 
always distinctly represented in Parliament. I sup- 
pose we might say that in our country it is not only 
not represented in Congress, but positively excluded 
and disfranchised. Here, however, politics is really 
fashionable. 

The differences of home structure explain this diver- 
gency again. There is a great deal of loose talk about 
the duty of American gentlemen going into politics, 
and the example of English gentlemen devoting their 
lives and energies to political work is held up as a 
conclusive argument. Of course, they should, as a duty, 
but there is no incentive outside of that. There is no 
analogy at all between the two cases. The English gen- 
tleman goes into politics because he has his class inter- 
ests at stake and must defend them. His lands depend 
on the stability of the present laws, and he must sup- 
port them. He is " holding the fort" of his position. 

Moreover, he has a distinct representation in Parlia- 
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ment, — his position^ his class^ his education, his prop- 
erty, — while with us nothing is represented but the 
individual, — his existence as a unit of population. 
Under the English system not only has "the indi- 
vidual'' a certain representation, but also all that he 
has been able to add to himself of moral or intellectual 
worth, or even material wealth. The American gen- 
tleman in politics, on the contrary, has only the same 
quality and force as the American blackguard, — one 
vote. The American scholar in politics has only the 
same quality and force as the American hoodlum — one 
vote. The American millionaire in politics has only 
the same quality and force as the American communist 
— one vote. 

The bottom reason why the American gentleman, 
the American scholar, the American property-holder, 
do not go into politics, and are so infrequently seen in 
Washington, is because education, cultivation, and prop- 
erty as such are not represented in our suffrage system, 
and there is no constituency, therefore, to send these 
men. We represent only the " individual," and, con- 
sequently, as a rule, " individuals" go into politics, and 
"individuals" are sent to Washington. 

The dress-coats, I may mention in concluding, are 
this year mainly on the Government side, although the 
Marquis of Hartington, the leader of the Opposition, 
frequently addresses the House in full dinner-costume. 
Still, Libisralism in some way seems to tend strongly to 
sack-coats and felt hats and ready-made clothing. 

London. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

PARLIAMENT (CONTINUED). 

IIoudB OF Commons — The Cries of Parliament — The School- 
boy IN Parliament — Fair Play— Individual Independ- 
ence — Etiquette of the Floor — ^The Speaker of the 
House — " Politician" or " Statesman" — Dignity of the 
House — Decline of Oratory — Speaking in the House 
of Commons— Cicero on the Treasury Bench — The 
Agent. 

I HAVE raentioned the school-boy atmosphere which 
often marks the House of Commons. 

English life, or at least the life of the upper, and so 
far controlling, classes, begins at the public schools — of 
which Eton and Rugby are examples familiar to us — 
and receives there an impress which never leaves it. 
Looking over the floor of either House of Parliament, 
you can see there the Eton boy and the university man 
all the time. They are the foundation of English pub- 
lic life, not merely intellectual, but moral. 

There is no more forcible illustration of the surviving 
force of this boy-education than the cries of Parliament, 
which sound so strangely to a foreigner, but which he 
soon sees are a real part of the process of legislation, 
just as regular and just as eflective as the speech- 
making. Sometimes I thought them more so. These 
cries, so unusual to our ears, are a kind of low inter- 
mittent chorus with which the house at*times accompa- 
nies the speaker, each political section, "right" and 
" left," " right above the gangway," " left above the 
gangway," etc., bearing its part. Unlike the Greek 
chorus, this accompaniment is not used to explain the 
])lot of the speaker, but it does serve admirably to ex- 
plain the effect of the sj)eech on the audience and on 
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each part of it. Usually, of course, these cries are 
confined to staccato explosions of dissent or approba- 
tion at the ends of sentences or at the point of some 
startling facts or figures. Sometimes, however, a 
speaker is accompanied from beginning to end with a 
kind of monotonous chant, rising, swelling, or sinking 
from time to time and sung in two or more parts. Mr. 
Edward Jenkins, who is especially distasteful to the 
Conservatives, generally speaks to music of this kind. 

These cries are exactly such as might be heard from 
a school -room of boys anxious to put down a speaker, 
who by a natural reaction is supported in his turn by 
his friends, who come up to his aid with an opposing 
volume of sounds. Singularly enough, these sounds 
are often — generally, I think — given more or less fur- 
tively. You see before you a body of dignified, rather 
elderly gentlemen ; you know them to be perhaps the 
strongest legislative body in the world ; you see among 
them some of the greatest thinkers, writers, and states- 
men of the time; you recognize some of England's no- 
blemen of high rank ; some gallant officers of her army, 
perhaps an admiral, too, or distinguished author ; sud- 
denly you hear a low, rising swell of sound that carries 
you back to your callow days of spelling-books and pop- 
corn and mint-stick candy, — O-o-o-o-o-h ; Ou-oo-oo-oo ; 
Ah-a-a-a ; Whoo-whoo-wh ; Eeh-eeh-eeh-eh ; Boo- 
oo-oo; Err-r-r-r; Oh-ah-ooh-bah ; Umm-m-m-m-m; 
Ay-ay-ay, — ^all the vowel-sounds of the alphabet with 
every conceivable intonation and form of expression. 
It is these old gentlemen assisting in the making of a 
law of England. 

Watching closer, you will see, perhaps, a nervous 
sexagenarian member sitting squarely up in his seat 
and looking straight into the eyes of the speaker with a 
severely-dissenting frown. His stern, grave features 
never move, but from his open mouth your ears detect 
a steadily-flowing stream of guttural bass. Another 
one intones openly his chant of derision or dissent. 



128 ENGLISH POLITICS. 

Yoa see hats go up before mouths, heads turned awaj, 
a l^islator or two suspiciously close behind a column, 
and other venerable but franker old gentlemen in boy- 
ish abandon giving way openly to the jollities of the 
hour. Then up from the other side comes a counter- 
wave, bearing on its swell the sense of injury and a 
protest, — indignation and the determination to stand by 
its spokesman; and so this battle, which is not on 
" the order of the day," and which is not recorded in 
the next morning's papers, wages from night to night. 

Some members, by practice and experience, perhaps 
by constitutional adaptation or perhaps from having 
worked haiti at school, attain great proficiency and 
ability in this mode of parliamentary tactics. One 
evening two portly old legislators with broad, cheery 
faces, white whiskers, and generally a fine, responsible, 
conservative air, who sat for the moment on the bench 
just in front of mine, opened fire at the same time, 
evidently by preconcert. Not a feature moved ; their 
lips were just apart and apparently in rest ; the bland, 
kindly expression of countenance never changed, but 
from these stout, smooth-shaven throats a strong volume 
of derisive sound flowed steadily and in smooth cur- 
rent, without a waver or break, for at least some min- 
utes, a chorus sufficient to disconcert a pretty self-reliant 
speaker, the more so from its being so well masked 
and conveying a mysterious opposition. 

The custom has some practical uses. Although the 
sounds are mostly simple vowel-notes, you soon learn 
to understand their meaning, and are able to mark the 
immediate effect of a speech in all parts of the house. 
It is, in fact, an almost instantaneous and continuous 
vote, enabling the speaker and his friends or foes to 
follow the effect of his argument from moment to mo- 
ment. Where there is a political topography of the 
floor, and the House sits in party platoons, as it does 
here, the feeling and condition of the body at any given 
moment are very clearly traceable in this way. 
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While these school-room cries are rather a boyish 
kind of warfare, they are generally used with a boy^s 
sense of candor, fair dealing, and fair play. They seem 
to be largely the spontaneous utterance of individual 
opinion, and not a mere partisan game, directed and 
organized. The cry *^Oh!^' is the general note used 
to express derision, disapprobation, and opposition; 
" Hear !" to express support, sympathy, or to call es- 
pecial attention to any fact or opinion. " Hear I" might 
be called a kind of emphasis underlining contributed 
by the audience. It is also used ironically at times. 
The several cries frequently greeted a speaker from all 
sections of the house at one time, showing that they 
were individual and not mere responses. I have more 
than once seen a member while speaking applauded 
from the opposite side of the house, and I have also 
seen derisive cries on either side silenced by counter 
cries from the same side. 

This sense of fairness on the floor of Parliament, 
and aversion to partisan tactics, is a marked feature. 
The individual legislator has full freedom, and he is 
often allowed even to abuse it rather than that the right 
of free speech should suffer in his person. There is no 
" previous question" in the House in the sense of our 
rule, and I have heard members talk platitudes far into 
the morning and repeat each other wearily without re- 
buke or remonstrance, although the floor must have had 
its patience well worn out. Certainly the foreign visit- 
ors had. The chairman, too, allows the widest latitude 
in speaking to the question. This generous worship of 
fair play will be recognized as a well-known British 
school-boy trait. 

I never saw it violated in the House save on an oc- 
casion when Mr. Edward Jenkins arose to speak on the 
" flogging-in-the-army^' debate. Then the entire Con- 
servative side — ^gray whiskers, bald-heads, dress-suits, 
army and navy omcers, lords, statesmen, white hairs 
and all — set up a concerted symphony of distarl)ance 
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entirely drowning his voice. Mr. Jenkins faced the in- 
decorous storm with great composure, speaking for four 
or five minutes, — the usual length of the speeches then 
being made, — although he was entirely unheard from 
banning to end, an occasional detached word, sentences 
apart, bemg the only sound intelligible. His corapo- 
sore, as I afterwards learned, was perhaps like that of 
the eels which sot used to be skinned, as he for some 
time past has always spoken under such circumstances. 
This gentleman, better known in the United States as 
"Qinx's Baby,*' has made himself especially obnoxious 
to the Conservatives, who allege that his assaults on the 
Government and its officials have been ungentlemanly 
and offensive, and placed him outside of the pale of gen- 
tlemen. Mr. Jenkins's friends, on the other hand, claim 
that all his movements have been legitimate and neces- 
sary ; that some of the abuses of English administra- 
tion are so involved with vested interests and hereditary 
claims that it is impossible to attack them without seem- 
ing to become personal. The question is therefore a 
deoatable one inside of the House, and this treatment of 
Mr. Jenkins to an American view appears indefensible 
and hardly worthy of a great party. It is, in a sense, 
however, a strong tribute to Mr. Jenkins's power, as it 
proves that he has struck a blow or blows somewhere 
where they have hurt. 

The sibilant " hiss'' of popular assemblies is, I be- 
lieve, used very little or not at all in Parliament. I do 
not recall hearing it. 

In addition to this admonitory refrain of dissent or 
assent, members are constantly subjected to another 
species of boyish training by " calls." Does a s|)eaker 
indulge in some loose assertion, some wild generalization 
or inexact statement of fact, he is immediately reined 
up with sharp calls of "Date?" "Date?" "Name?" 
" Name?" " When ?" " Where ?" " Time ?" " Place ?" 
^ Yeair ?" " Day ?" or positive cries of " No !" " No !" 
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if any one wishes to personally traverse his allegations. 
The educational influence of this usage is very great 
and very valuable. Careless declamation, vague rhet- 
oric, cowardly innuendo, rapidly shrink under this treat- 
ment. There is little speaking for eflect in the House 
of Commons : a man must speak to the facts. There 
is no diance, either, under this rule of indulging in the 
unmanly habit of making loose and sweeping charges 
in the expectation that they will go to the country un- 
answered and do their work before an answer can come. 
Nor is it possible, under this regimen, to make foolish 
speeches and vainglorious threats to be read at home by 
your constituency, safe in the sure knowledge that none 
of your fellow-members will be silly enough to notice 
them. In short, in these res{)ects the floor of the House 
of Commons is very much like a ring in a boys' school- 
ground. Any boy may fight in it, but he must strike 
fair. 

It need hardly be added that these habits conduce tc 
the habitual display of great personal independence on 
the part of the members. The personal independence 
of the English politician, his ready assertion of his in- 
dividuality, is a marked fact which soon strikes the 
political observer from America accustomed to the 
ready subserviency and machine drill of our own men 
of this class. The English political leader starts, as a 
ruley with social position, education, and an inherited in- 
come. He is not dependent on his political exertions, 
therefore, either for his standing in his community or 
for his means of livelihood, and has, besides, social and 
intellectual resources within himself which preclude the 
need of his seeking occupation or mental activity in 
politics. Fortunate thus in his triple armor, he need 
never sacrifice his individual opinions or his self-respect 
under the coercion of circumstances. So far, happily 
for England, the professional politician — the man who 
makes his living by politics — has not appeared, but I 
fear, with the social transition in progress, he is coming. 
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There are, of course, men who will cringe and crawl 
under any circumstances, and England has her share 
of them, but as a class her public men are inde- 
pendent and courageous in the expression of individual 
opinion to an extent which contrasts mosthappily with 
the sad reverse in our own country. They are so by 
reason of their education and assured social position. 
I heard the Marquis of Hartington, the Liberal leader, 
one night in the House, and from the leaders' bench, 
make a speech disclaiming and rebuking the action of 
a section of his party which I feel sure no leader in our 
House would dare to make. And it created no especial 
surprise or commotion heTe. It seemed to be expected 
that Lord Hartington would do it, — that he owed it to 
himself. He owed it as a leader. With us, unfortu- 
nately, the leadership of a party too often consists in the 
collective sense of the average and commonplace ma- 
jority of its membership. 

There is much about the landed system of Great 
Britain — the " great-families" system, based on primo- 
geniture and entail — which a republican cannot but 
consider bad for the state and for the human indi- 
vidual, but this great tribute must be paid to it, — that 
it does secure independent and educated politicians for 
the administration of the affairs of state. The syco- 
phancy of England so far is social rather than political, 
and as such comparatively harmless to the state. 

In fact, the very use of words shows the difference 
in the moral grade of the two countries on this point. 
" Politician,'^ a depreciated word with us, is here an 
honorable one. It means here about what "statesman" 
means with us in the popular acceptation and use, — i.e., 
one who administers public affairs as a trust. Uncon- 
sciously, with us politician has come to mean one who 
is working for his own personal ends, and we seek in 
the word statesman to express some higher conception. 
People may not consciously acknowledge this, but I 
believe any fair man will admit that when it is ordi- 
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narily said of any one in our land, " X is going into 
politics/Mt means that "X" is beginning to look for 
personal political employment. Politics means work- 
ing for office. Statesmanship means government or 
the administration of the public interests. Now, the 
English popular mind does not so degrade its political 
men as yet. Politics means, in popular acceptation, 
the administration of the affairs of state, and politicians 
the men who administer them. 

In fact, the popular sense of propriety does not 
admit that a politician — a member of the House, for 
instance — should busy himself about his election. The 
machinery of election, the science of elections, are 
something below the legislator, and which he must not 
touch. I do not mean to say that many members of 
Parliament do not busy themselves most earnestly 
about their elections and watch with most efficient care 
the whole process, but they must do it within-doors, 
with carefully-concealed hand,- and not ostentatiously 
and so as to offend the conventional and traditional 
feeling of their constituency in this matter. Votes, 
voting, and the active direction of the canvass must 
be left to " the agent.'' 

While the beggarly seating of the House of Com- 
mons, its boyish cries, and flie wearing of hats by the 
members give an undignified and almost indecorous 
air to its exterior, it is at bottom a most dignified and 
substantial lx)dy. The sense of the House of its own 
dignity is something far surpassing anything of the 
kind known in our Congress. It is an historic evolu- 
tion. The House of Commons represents, and means, 
and is, " the people of England.'' It never forgets that. 
Every privilege it has has been wrested from reluctant 
power. They have come at long intervals, — generations 
apart. Many of them have been paid for with blood, 
offered on the scaffold and shed in battle. Many of 

them have cost life and property, long years of merci- 

12 
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less imprisonment, and cruel confiscation. No wonder 
that this treasure, this trust for the nation, is so sacredly 
and jealously guarded. Every offence against tlie 
dignity of the House from without or witliin is an 
assault on the liberties of England. Hence the ex- 
treme sensitiveness of the Englishman to the rights of 
the House, aod the honest feeling that an attempt to 
coerce or bribe a member is the highest kind of treason 
to the people. For instance, this month a citizen, a 
lawyer-lobbyist, was committed to the tower of West- 
minster by Parliament for merely saying that he could 
influence a parliamentary committee. It was generally 
admitted that he did not l)elieve that he could do so, 
and that he lied to his client when he said so, but Par- 
liament considered its honor involved by such a state- 
ment even from a comparatively irresponsible man, 
and he went to prison by a unanimous vote of the 
House, the leaders of both parties vying with one 
another to punish the impertinent falsehood. I was 
present when the motion for commitment was made. 
The facts having been established by a report of a 
select committee, there was no debate at all, the 
House seeming to disdain to soil its hands with such a 
discussion, and the whole affair was a matter of only a 
few moments. 

In previous letters I noted several traditional usages 
and observances which illustrate how zealously, even 
in petty things, the House guards its dignity and 
privileges. 

There are also some habits and traditional formula 
of speech which, although seemingly of small moment 
in themselves, act as efficient mechanical aids in pre- 
serving the dignity of official or political intercourse. 
Names are never used. One member always speaks 
of another as "the honorable gentleman and member 

from J^ This is inexorable, and is only the first 

step. All members are " honorable gentlemen,'' and 
must be addressed as such. If they are or have been 
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in the Ministry, they must be addressed as " the right 
honorable gentlemen." If a member is also a lawyer, 
he must be addressed as "the honorable and learned 
gentleman/' If he has served in the army or navy, he 
is addressed as " the honorable and gallant gentleman." 
If he is, further, a peer, he is to be addressed as " the 
honorable gentleman" or " right honorable gentleman 
and noble lord," or " most noble lord" if his rank is 
high enough. A member may readily be a "right 
honorable and gallant gentleman and noble lord," and, 
if he is, must be so addressed every time he is spoken 
to or of on the floor. 

This usage, although a mechanical form, acts as an 
effectual barrier to indecorous or impertinent familiarity 
or to bad manners, which may be unintentional, the 
unfortunate heritage of early vulgarity. It would be 
impossible, for instance, under this rule for one states- 
man to speak of another as Johnny Sherman, or Andy 
Johnson, or Abe Lincoln, or Tom Corwin, or Z\ch 
Chandler. The habits of good society thus acquired 
in the House, if not attained before, are carried on to 
the stump, — or hustings, as they say here, — where the 
language of the speakers is, with rare exceptions, that 
of gentlemen. 

Every idea in England must have a personal em- 
bodiment or conception. She is much nearer the "idol" 
stage of thought than we. She believes in a personal 
sovereign as necessary to localize and animate the na- 
tional sense of loyalty. This sovereign, too, must have 
a golden crown and a sceptre like any monarch in 
Afghanistan or Persia or Zululand or the fifth cen- 
tury. She believes that her judges need rol)es and wigs 
to express the majesty of the law, invisible here, but 
which is so clearly visible in the pine- table court- rooms 
of the backwoods of Pennsylvania and Minnesota. 

So the power and dignity and authority of the H< use 
of Commons centre in the person of the Speaker, He 
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sums up in bis official presence centuries of history. 
And in this case there is a dramatic and historical pro- 
priety in the political nimbus which encircles his figuro. 
He it was that for hundreds of years was first arrested 
.when the crown moved against the people of England. 
He it was who rotted in the dungeon and died on the 
scaffold. And he re])resents to-day a popular strength 
and is looked up to with a respect and kind of loyalty 
which in no way attaches to the office in our country. 

His authority inside the House is correspondingly 
respected. His slightest movement seemed to command 
attention and respect. The rude accessory of the ham- 
mer is entirely unneeded. I listened to one debate 
which Englishmen of long parliamentary experience 
seemed to think almost unprecedented in its heat and 
disorder, and one distinguished member frankly ex- 
pressed his mortification that I should witness the same 
and carry it away as an impression of the British 
Parliament. Feeling certainly ran high, although 
the language was always guarded and, compared with 
our legislative emeutea, moderate. The Irish members, 
however, were openly engaged in the work of " ob- 
struction,^' and, with their English friends afding and 
abetting, the night was far spent, and the situation was 
unquestionably trying. The speaking was brief, but 
quick and spirited, and the floor always contested, half 
a dozen or more members often striving for it at once. 
In all this evening the Speaker's decisions — which were 
manifestly impartial and honest — were never contested, 
and when a surge of feeling or cries seemed about to 
overwhelm the room and sweep away everything, a 
simple wave of his hand without moving from his seat 
instantly calmed the rising storm and restored tran- 
quillity and order. The noisy pounding of a hammer 
or the frantic ringing of a bell, as in Italy or France, 
would be resented in Westminster. 

The Speaker, Mr. Brand, it is fair to say, is, however, 
a,n exceptionably able man. He is a Liberal, and his 
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discharge of his oflBoe under the former administration 
was so acceptable and satisfactory that he was re-elected 
to his position by the new Conservative House,— by a 
unanimous vote, in fact, I think. This evidences a 
very marked contrast between politics in England and 
America. 

The salary of the Speaker of the House is £6000, 
about $25,000. The members receive no salary for 
their services, or compensation of any kind in money. 

There is no system of standing 'committees in the 
House, as with us, nor is there any call of the previous 
question, in the sense of our use of it. 

The most marked difference, however, by all odds 
between the legislatures of the two countries is in the 
style of speaking and general conduct of business, — the 
demonstrative "oration'* on our side and the quiet, 
business-like statement of a few sentences here. It is 
commonly known, I suppose, that there is no such 
thing as " oratory'' in Parliament, in either House. 
No member ever " makes a speech" in the conventional 
sense of that phrase, as known with us. Some of the 
usages I have described are clearly incompatible with 
the traditional custom of forensic declamation or pomp- 
ous and pretentious argument, and are sufficient to ac- 
count for its absence. Many writers ascribe the death 
of oratory in the House to the uncomfortable benches 
and limited accommodations, — a clearly superficial and 
thoughtless view, as in the palmy oratorical days of 
Pitt and Burke the accommodations were no better, and 
most likely worse, especially in the auxiliary point of 
retiring-rooms, wash-rooms, closets, etc. 

The cause of the decline of forensic declamation is 
deeper and historical. The days of the Pitts and of 
Fox and of Burke are gone forever in England, be- 
cause she is too far advanced in thought and education. 
Impassioned oratory, I take it, is an ingredient of im- 
mature civilization and dies before a higher condition 

12* 
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of general education. Demosthenes was possible only 
under the crude and simple conditions of Greek society. 
Cicero and the brilliant school of contemporary orators 
were the product of a slavocratic republic, where the 
mass of the people were unlearned and untaught. 
Chrysostom spoke to congregations of Christian con- 
verts densely ignorant and rude in their manners, as 
his own reproofs of them show. When Bossuet and 
Bourdeloue swayed all Frauce with emotion and pas- 
sion, common France was in a state of mental and re- 
ligious tutelage. England, when she was proud of 
Pitt and Fox and Burke, had a class of country gen- 
tlemen she will never be proud of as men of intelli- 
gence and intellectual calibre, whatever else may have 
been their merits. Even Clay and Webster represent 
a very crude and provisional stage of civilization in our 
own country, while Patrick Henry and the Revolution- 
ary orators were the outcome of our cradle-hours. The 
rule holds good in the United States even at this mo- 
ment. Wherever civilization is highest and scholarship 
compact and influential, there the pyrotechnic " orator^ 
flickers out. The " mountain eagles'' of our Alle- 
ghenies and Cordilleras, the " silver-tongued clarions'' 
who thrill courts and stump and legislatures on the 
prairies or in the Mississippi bottom, cut a sorry figure 
if ever they get before the Supreme Court of the United 
States or of any Eastern State. Oratory is, in fact, 
only a means of impressing simple or half-educated 
people which fails when the peo[)le get beyond that 
way of receiving impressions. The civilized world of 
to-day has pronounced against it. Bismarck declares 
parliamentary oratory to be " a mischief." England 
suppressed it a generation ago, and we are going in the 
same direction. 

The speaking in the House of Commons to-day is 
extremely severe and simple. Members usually speak 
only from three to five minutes even on the most im- 
portant subjects, and their language is studied in its 
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simplicity and avoidance of rhetoric. Of course there 
are times when both the occasion and the matter de- 
mand elaborate and more lengthy treatment and a 
minister or meml^er may speak for an hour or hours, 
but this is very rare. The habitual mode is for mem- 
l)er8 to rise only for a few moments, delivering them- 
selves straight to the point in a rather conversational 
style, but every word weighed, guarded, and carefully 
chosen, very much as an experienced merchant might 
speak in making a contract. The British legislator has 
a sense of personal responsibility for every word uttered 
on the floor which does not exist in our legislative 
bodies at all. In fact, the conduct of business in Par- 
liament resembles rather the consultation of responsible 
merchants in a counting-room or the meeting of a small 
board of railway directors than anything like our pop- 
ular conception of a legislative discussion. The usage 
of " interrogating the Ministry'' also leads directly both 
to brevity, a conversational style, and caution and preci- 
sion in the selection of words. 

The substance of parliamentary speech is generally 
substantial and good, and the scene would be impressive 
and dignified were not the whole eflect marred by a hesi- 
tation and labored awkwardness in speaking which, if it 
is not aflectation, has all the appearance of it. But 
whether an affectation or an infirmity, it is a serious 
blemish. There is observable throughout all the Eng- 
lish higher classes a cultivated diffidence and tendency to 
self-depreciation, which is perhaps in the start a recoil 
from the self-assertion and pretension of the vulgar and 
new-made classes. It has been carried, however, to an 
extreme which verges on effeminacy, if it is not that 
already. This mannerism of halting and hawing is its 
development on the rostrum, and it effectually disposes 
of all forensic grace and a good deal of forensic eflS- 
ciency. The far remove of the British Parliament 
from all the traditions of the forum is best illustrated 
by reporting one of Cicero's speeches as it would be 
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delivered from the treasury bench to-day : Quousqtie 
— ah — tandem — ah-^t-abuterej — Catilina — hem-m-m — 
patierUia, n-nostraf Quamdiu nos etiam — haw-aw — 
furor — hem — haw — ah-h-h. Yet this is the exact way 
in which a British legislator grapples with a question of 
state, and to get the force of what he is saying you have 
to disabuse your mind absolutely of the vice and un- 
gracefulness of its delivery. 

Nevertheless, taken as a whole, the general impres- 
sion made by the House of Commons when compared 
with the leading legislative bodies of the. world is good. 
Its dignity is well sustained, and there is a thorough and 
conscious power in the membei*ship which ipspires con- 
fidence. There is no attempt at producing effects or 
making a personal display, and the body keeps pretty 
steadily to the work in hand, although, for reasons 
already mentioned, it is not either skilful or successful 
in producing results. The work of legislation is fear- 
fully behind, by common admission. It is to the high 
credit of the membershif), however, to be able to say 
when you look over the floor and listen to it you feel a 
sense of its integrity. You believe that the bulk of the 
body is honestly at work trying to make laws, — not 
talking to the distant county of Buncoml)e or manu- 
facturing issues and records for the next campaign. 

In fact, legislation — the administration of public 
affairs — here is one thing, the function of a gentleman, 
and getting elected is another thing, and public opinion 
so far jealously enforces their division. That is at least 
tiie traditional feeling, which as yet the politician dare 
not offend. He must not conduct his campaign per- 
sonally, but through an agent. 

Hence has arisen in English political life " the agent,'' 
— a distinctive cog-wheel in the political machine to 
which we have no direct equivalent. The agent is a 
kind of political attorney who has made votes and the 
science of voting a study. He has the records of many 
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elections for many years. All elections here are very 
local, — in Iwroughs, counties, universities, or some re- 
stricted limits. The agent knows the past history of 
all these votes and the characteristics of the sections. 
He can calculate political " probabilities" and give 
estimates, and, having this fund of special knowledge 
and this special bent of mind, he is regularly employed 
by the candidates to control their campaign and is paid 
in money for this service. The nominee is presumed 
at least to be above this kind of work. Thus votes and 
voting are one thing here, and politics — Le,, statesman- 
ship — is another, and the man of votes cannot presume 
to be the politician. 

This distinction is severely maintained clear down 
to comparatively minute details. For instance, paid 
canvassers, clerks, managers, or watchers, under an act 
of 1867, are not allowed to be polled, and lose their 
votes by reason of the nature of their occupation. 

It is needed to be said, greatly to their credit, that 
the English laws in their provisions for guarding the 
integrity of the polls are very strict. Gratuitous re- 
fi*eshment6 in all forms have long been forbidden. 
Charities distributed in a borough by a man who after- 
wards contested it have been held to be corruption. 
This rule, although its intent is honorable, might at 
times work great hardships both to the poor and to 
liberal gentlemen. 

Looking over the House of Commons, even a stranger 
can see clear evidence of great (»hanges at work, for 
under the healthy law of the British Constitution the 
House must change with the changing social structure 
of the kingdom. And these changes follow our lead, 

LOKDOV. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

PABUAMENT (CONTINUED). 

Thk Housk of Lords — A Historic Survival — The Thronr 
OF England— Sailing of the " Mayflower." 

The House of Lords has less interest for an Ameri- 
can than the Commons, for it is a lost form in the ma- 
chinery of government. Like our electoral colleges, 
the life has gone out of it, and only the shell remains; 
but it is a very handsome shell. The hall itself is a 
gorgeous jfliood of gold and color flushed with soft light 
and walled in with Gothic oak and stained-glass win- 
dows. Around the wall in solemn niches stand the 
statues of the bold barons of Runnymede. The stal- 
wart barons of England, however, have long since 
abandoned this floor. 

There is no special difficulty in seeing a session of 
the House of Lords, as the order of any peer will 
admit one, and not merely to a caged gallery, but to 
very good seats just in the rear of the floor and on a 
level with it. From here one c^n see all that is to be 
seen, which, in the way of parliamentary procedure, is 
not much, and what there is of it is dull and spiritless. 

As the American visitor walks through the peers' 
corridor on his way to that portion of Westminster 
Hall which contains the chamber of the House of 
Lords, he experiences for a moment the slight shock 
of a complimentary sensation in seeing as one of 
the eight great frescos of the walls "The Sailing of 
the Mayflower,'' a companion-piece to the interminable 
" Landing of the Pilgrims," which forever stares one 
in the face from bank-notes and legislative halls 
throughout all the confines of the United States. But 
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it certainly makes one feel suddenly at home, and with 
even a pride of kinship in the place, to find the English 
end of the story told with sucli honor, and almost at 
the footsteps of the throne. An odd sight which strikes 
one passing through the lobby or vestibule to the floor, 
quite a small and cramped chamber, is a number of 
rows of common pegs, such as might be in the closet 
of a boys' school-room, but over each peg the name of 
a peer of England, — all the dukes and earls and barons. 
These pegs are crowded close together, and are for the 
hats and coats of the members, — a peg to a peer. The 
provision is not a whit better than that of many a com- 
mon school-house in our land to which barefoot boys 
come with ragged felts and perhaps no coat at all, but 
it is all there is for these lords, who drive up to the 
door with a brace of footmen, perhaps, and from a 
palace. The custom, however, has. some historic sanc- 
tion, and they stick to it. It will probably last as long 
as the House of Lords. 

Inside of the main hall the seating and general ap- 
pearance of the interior are about the same as those of 
the House of Commons. At the head of the room, 
however, where the Sjieaker's desk would be in our 
Senate chamber, you see " the throne of England.'' 
You feel an absurd sense of suffering a disillusion when 
you see only a chair,»— a very profound achievement 
of upholstery, no doubt, but still a chair. The Ameri- 
can republican knows in his heart that a throne must 
be a chair; still, as it is associated in his mind with fairy 
tales and myths and all the wonders of childhood, it 
has grown into something grand and stately and im- 
pressive, and he suffers a pang to find it only a piece 
of furniture replaceable from any cabinet-shop. The 
throne is one of those things which, on the whole, it is 
best not to see. When it is resolved into a common- 
place chair there is a shattering of faith as sad as when 
the beanpole of Jack the Giant-Killer vanishes into 
the thin cold air of experience and science. In front of 
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the throne some little distance, and at its foot, is the cele- 
brated " wo< Jsack/' It is a capacious, heavily-cushioned 
footstool. On this sits the Lord Chancellor of England, 
who presides over the sessions of the House of Lbrds. 

By the law and theory of the English government, 
the House of Lords is something more than a co-ordi- 
nate body of the national legislature, like our Senate. 
It has an absolute veto on all legislation by the House 
of Commons. Not only is this power utterly unused, 
but it has ceased even to deter. It will never be 
claimed. Politically, the House of Lords has ceased 
to exist, its functions in the government having passed 
to the Cabinet, or Ministry, which is practically the 
Upper House. Even the family influence of the peers, 
to yield political results in this day, must be wielded 
through the House of Commons. 

As a historical picture, however, the House of Lords 
still survives in good condition. A nominal number 
of peers attend its daily sessions during Parliament 
season, and mechanically pass all the bills and go 
through all the forms of legislation. On state occa- 
sions this venerable relic solemnly " summons'^ the lower 
House into its presence, and the House comes. The 
crimsoned hall, too, serves as a splendid stage, where 
the queen occasionally gives a grand spectacular political 
tableau something like one of the gorgeous religious func- 
tions you see at intervals in the great churches of Rome. 

It is worth while dropping in on the House of Lords 
as often as possible just to study the personnel of the 
body, and see that type of man which a privil^ed 
class, carefully tended for centuries, and draining the 
blood and soil of the land, — its education and culture 
and power and wealth,— evolves. That is about all, 
although it is a good deal. You will see nothing of 
debate or action in it, learn nothing of politics. The 
House of Lords in our day is an interesting social 
study, but it has ceased to be a political one, save as an 
antique or remain. 
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CHAPTER XVn. 

FOREIGN SERVICE. 
The Old Ambassador and the New — A Newspapeb Pleni. 

POTENTIARY — ThE OlD-WoBLD AMBASSADOR WITHOUT UsBS 

IN THE Political Machinery of the New — Educational 
Functions of the Service— How Best to Conserve it — 
Rotation on the Diplomatic List — Tendency of the Eu- 
ropean Life to De> Americanize the Republican Citi- 
zen. 

It is one of the anomalies of the present transition 
state of society from old ideas and usages to newer ones 
that, while our government sends fifteen ministers to 
Europe at salaries of from $7500 to $17,500, to repre- 
sent us and speak for us, the incessant, effective repre- 
sentation is done by a modest journalist in Philadelphia, 
Mr. Joel Cook, the American correspondent of the Lon- 
don Times ^ whose voice is heard every day, not only in 
one but in all the courts of Europe, and not only by 
the official governments, but by the people. He is by 
far the most omnipresent and influential envoy extraor- 
dinary that has ever gone from this country. 

Wnile the London Times has not the circulation of 
many of the papers of Europe, it has a weight and in- 
fluence which none of them have. It is taken by every 
foreign minister of all countries, and in all countries its 
dispatches are accredited as authority. They are quoted 
in Parliament and at the dinner-tables and official desks 
of ambassadors. What Europe at this time from day 
to day thinks of America and the American people is 
decided, not by the communications of our diplomatic 
force, but by what says the London Times. 

There is a grave and growing doubt in the public 

mind whether our foreign or diplomatic service is worth 

its cost to the republic since the introduction of ocean 
Q h 13 
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cable8*and newspaper correspondence and the absolute 
adoption of the Monroe doctrine as an article of popular 
political faith. A look over the ground I think justi- 
fies the conclasion that it has little meaning at all for 
us any more in the old sense, but that possibly it can 
still be put to better and higher uses than it has ever 
served, and that without change of form. It is better 
perhaps for the present to let the shell of the old insti- 
tution remain, but to gradually give to the service itself 
a new character and function. 

"The ambassador" is the survival of a European 
condition of society which never was transferred here. 
His functions belong to a machinery of government 
which never was put in motion on this continent. His 
work, in the natural revolution of our new social growth, 
has been taken up and is discharged on a larger scale by 
a new personage, — the s|)ecial correspondent. 

Prince Metternich, in his gossippy memories of Old- 
Worldand old-fashioned diplomacy, just given to print 
by his son, relates that he once asked a brother ambas- 
sador " how he contrived to have a letter to send to 
London every post day." There were two a week. 

" You will see no difficulty in it when I tell you my 
secret. If anything comes to my knowledge that may 
interest my government, I tell it ; if not, I invent my 
news, and ctmtmdict it by the next courier." 

Now, that is exactly the trick of the lazy or unrelia- 
ble newspaper correspondent of our time ; but it illus- 
trates forcibly how exactly one of the functions of the 
old ambassador has devolved upon the new international 
envoy. The ambassador reported to his government 
all that he could of the social and political movements 
ill foreign countries; the correspondent reports exactly 
the same, only a thousand times more fully, to the 
people, which is our government. 

The Old- World ambassador had three grand functions 
which were the meaning of his office and the reason of 
his being : 
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I. To represent in his person the relations, wh«ttever 
they were, which existed between his own Government 
and the Government to which he was sent. 

II. At times to act for his Government on his own 
responsibility according to his best judgment. 

III. To keep his Government constantly advised of 
all the news. 

For the American situation the Monroe doctrine has 
done away with the first of these functions, the tele- 
graph with the second, and the newspaper with the 
third. 

We have no foreign relations in the sense of Euro- 
pean diplomacy with any power in Europe. When it 
is necessary for a minister to act now, he receives spe- 
cific instructions by telegraph. He can even cable a 
conversation. The diplomatic reports are always far 
behind the public information of wire anjrl type. 

As a matter of fact, our entire diplomatic list could 
be swept away with entire safety. Our only real rela- 
tions with foreign countries are commercial ones, and 
these are handled by the consular department. As far 
as my judgment goes, however, I would not advise its 
abolition, but strongly urge its retention for the present 
on broader grounds of national utility. There is no 
more broadening education than the com|)amtive study 
of foreign nations, their governments, social structure, 
and systems of thought and religion, and there is no 
education more needful at present to our own national 
wants. 

The diplomatic service affords an admirable school 
for this. It may be made, in fact, a national free college 
for this kind of education, and its uses in this way are 
twofold. It serves to educate personally the men whom 
- we specially select for this elevated tuition, and, if their 
selection is judicious, they in turn become teachers of 
the whole people. A James Russell Lowell in Eng- 
land^ a Motley or Bancroft or Bayard Taylor or an 
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Andrew White at Berlin, a George P. Marsh at Borne, 
do something more than answer all our meagre official 
uses, or than even to train and strengthen themselves. 
They serve to translate and send over something of 
England and (Jermany and all Europe to us, and Bret 
E[arte and Eugene Schuyler, at their consular desks, are 
worth a good deal more to the American people and 
literature than all their possible service as registrars of 
shipping entries. Nathaniel Hawthorne, consul to Liv- 
erpool, is doing good service to the whole nation yet, 
although the Government and the men that sent him 
are long ago gone with him into the grave. It is by 
the adoption of this principle of appointment — the se- 
lection for diplomatic posts of men of high character 
and of scholarly rather than of an average politician's 
abilities — that we can best conserve our diplomatic de- 
partment under an altering condition of things, and 
obtain its fullest and highest uses for the whole nation. 

At all events, as it stands at present, our diplomatic 
service is thoroughly illogical and unsatisfactory, and 
no change or experiment even could much impair its 
illusory efficiency. 

The salaries of the several embassies are extremely 
inadequate to do what they are supposed to do, and it 
is impossible for the ministers living on them to repre- 
sent our country as other countries are represented. 
If it is the idea of the government to perpetuate the 
old-fashioned system of diplomatic representation and 
communication, then funds should be supplied our rep- 
resentatives to act their part decently, according to the 
requirements of the old-fashioned code. 

Again, according to the established law of diplo- 
matic usage and etiquette settled long before we came 
on the stage, an ambassatlor is one who represents the 
person of a sovereign ruler and always outranks a 
minister plenipotentiary, who only represents the gov^ 
eniment of a country. Now, we know nothing at all 
of the doctrine of Ae sanctity or superiority of the 
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person of a sovereign, and, when it is explained to us, 
look on it only as either political heresy or silliness ; but 
we are forced all the time to impliedly admit it in our 
diplomatic relations. At any court of Europe in any 
question of rank or precedence, any ambassador repre- 
senting a toy king (of Greece, for instance) or a bur- 
lesque emperor (of Hayti, for instance) will always take 
the lead of the republican representative of fifty mil- 
lions of American citizens. No American minister, 
no matter what his years or influence or seniority of 
service, can ever be the dean of the diplomatic college 
at any capital where there is an ambassador present. 
This is the very case now at one of the prominent 
courts of Europe. 

But there is another and more serious consequence 
resulting from this fundamental diplomatic law. An 
ambassador as representing the person of his sovereign 
may always demand and have a personal interview with 
the sovereign of the country to which he is accredited. 
A minister plenipotentiary may deal only through the 
ministry. In a crisis the foreign sovereign of his own 
pleasure may grant him an interview, but the minister 
cannot demand it as a right. We are therefore in this 
false position, that should our relations with any Eu- 
ropean court at any time become critical, our minister 
at that very court would not have equal facilities for 
action with the ambassadors of other powers. For 
instance, the empire of Russia is an autocratic govern- 
ment. The pleasure of the Emperor is supreme, and 
his word is law. Should this imperial person meditate 
a huge war involving the interests of every first-rate 
power on the earth, the ambassadors from England and 
Grermany could see him and talk with him at their 
will ; but the minister plenipotentiary of the United 
States at St. Petersburg could not, — not even if the 
threatened war was with ourselves. Could any position 
be more false than this, and what is the propriety of 

recognizing a system which forces us to accept it? 

18* 
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Lastly, the men whom we do send on this important 
service, which may l)e made -more important every 
year, should be real Americans, fresh from the soil^and 
not those who have lived long enough abroad to have 
de- Americanized themselves. The European life in- 
evitably tends to lessen one's resj>ect for the human 
person and to weaken one's trust and hope in the people. 
This moral change is sure to come, and it comes so 
slowly and insensibly that the victims are not aware of 
their own transmutation. It must needs be when the 
vast mass of the people are looked down upon, are 
classified to the bottom, are used, when perhaps they 
have lost respect for themselves, that one comes to feel 
unconsciously contempt for them, and that manhood 
fails to command the res|>ect which is given to class and 
privil^e. Yet an instinctive reverence for humanity, 
no matter what its mask, and faith in the people are two 
of the foundation-pillars of the republic, and he who has 
lost them does not any more represent the American 
people. 

There is a sound, healthy democratic principle at 
bottom in the usage of rotation in office on foreign ser- 
vice. Jefferson held, I think, that no man could rep- 
resent us abroad with usefulness longer than eight years, 
and he was about right, although no fixed term can be 
intelligently laid down, for men are not alike. Some 
men travel in Europe only during a long residence of 
years. Others begin to live there from the nwment of 
their landing on its shores. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

COMPARATIVE POLITICS. 

Contrast between the Politics of England and of thk 
United States — The Comparative Magnitude and Re- 
sponsibilities OF Administration — Evolution of the 
European Statesman— The Educated Forces of Euro- 
pean Politics — The Intellectual Requirements of Gov- 
ernment Abroad — The English Statesmen. 

There is nothing in all Europe that challenges one's 
profounder respect than the strength of her statesmen, 
and nothing that is more of a revelation to a New- World 
stran^r than the gravity and intellectual range of 
her politics. Government abroad is a science, here it 
"runs itself;^ and there could be nothing better calcu- 
lated to repress the "spread eagle" of the average citizen 
than an honest attempt to master the political system 
of one of these " effete monarchies," and to gain some 
definite conception of its ])ractical workings. The 
problem of government in Europe is so vexed, the 
dangers so imminent, so fixed and hereditary, the rela- 
tions with all neighboring powers so involved and en- 
tangling, the internal interests so conflicting, the people 
so poor and discontented and burdened, that our own 
troubles and questions of state seem poor and childish 
in comparison. 

Studying the range and demands of European states- 
manship, one sees readily how it has produced the edu- 
cated statesman, so unfamiliar to us, and why the con- 
duct of government abroad calls for a breadth of 
scholarship and a trained intellectual force that have not 
yet been a necessity in the United States. The " log 
cabin" and " mill-boy" and " horny-handed" statesmen 
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of our prairie reputation would wreck any European 
ship of state irretrievably in three months, perhaps in 
twenty-four hours. In viewing the field of foreign 
governments one sees a new wisdom and safety in the 
Monroe doctrine. Perhaps its framers foresaw even in 
their early hour that our crude political leaders would 
never be able to meet in equal combat the intellectual 
giants of the Old World. 

To illustrate more clearly the disparity between the 
magnitude of the burden of European government and 
the simplicity of ours, I propose to etch a running par- 
allel between the political systems of Great Britain and 
of our country, — in the briefest outline, of course ; but- 
it will serve to suggest the wide difference between the 
requirements of statesmanship in the two nations. I 
select England because the similarity of her institutions 
admits best of direct comparison, but nearly every Euro- 
pean government faces all the troubles and dangers and 
responsibilities of England ; some have them intensi- 
fied ; and some have special problems of their own. 

I. Perhaps the initial and commonest form of national 
self-glorification with us is the boast of our space of ter- 
ritory, — the eagle that rests on Rocky Mountain Cordil- 
leras and laves his wings in the Atlantic and Pa- 
cific. Now, extent of territory is in itself not necessarily 
either a danger or a source of |)Ower, although it may be 
both. Judea and Greece have been the mightiest forces 
of known civilization, and the Roman empire managed 
to govern theivhole world without steamships, railways, 
or telegraphs. But, as far as magnitude of dominion 
tests statesmanship or is evidence of national power, we 
with one segment of a continent do not begin to approach 
Great Britain. The British rule to-day extends over 
one-third of the surface of the globe, and over one-fourth 
of its population. We are but a modest principality in 
comparison. 

Again, the territory of the British empire is not 
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compact and contiguous as is ours (with fche inconsid- 
erable exception of Alaska), but lies in every quarter 
of the globe, separated by seas and continents, and on 
it dwell people of ^e very race and of nearly every lan- 
guage, speaking in different tongues, thinking by dif- 
ferent modes, inheriting diverse systems of thought and 
religion and political tradition. We are one people. 

II. In Ei^land the structure of society is a rigid 
stratification of classes ; in the United States there is 
but one homogeneous class. The people of our country 
are one mass of molecular atoms, each atom politically 
alike. The English legislator legislates for many 
classes, each with defined limits and vested rights fixed 
by law and sanctified by inheritance. These rights and 
the interests of the several classes from time to time jar 
and clash. He must legislate for many kingdoms in one. 
The American l^slatdr, on the other hand, simply 
passes one law for all, because all are equal before the 
law and in the eye of the law. By virtue also of this 
homogeneousneas of the people, political ideas travel 
rapidly and equally, permeating a common mass. In 
England they cannot, by reason of the sectional and 
class barriers. A given view of politics or of some 
special question of policy may be accepted and adopted 
by some one class long before it reaches another, or it 
may linger long in some certain locality for historical 
reasons. The Scotchman and the Welshman and the 
Irishman do not fuse mentally with the Englishman, 
do not think according to the same modes of thought. 
Even the Yorkshire man and Lancashire man stand 
apart, and the man of Surrey or Devon from him of 
Northumberland. Nor, for that matter, do the farmers 
with the gentry, or the clergy with the laborer, or the 
professional man with the peerage, or any of these 
classes with the others. The body politic has neither 
the constant internal circulation nor the uniform molec- 
ular composition of ours. Everything in England 
is fixed to the soil in small local centres by fastenings 
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of societj and of blood, and there is not that mobility 
in the community at large by virtue of which, with us, 
a national idea travels rapidly and uniformly over the 
whole nation. Each county has, different customs, 
usages, and habits of thought which differentiate it from 
the rest of the nation as a whole and in all its social 
strata. The great family estates, covering compact 
territories, transmit family peculiarities of living, of 
thinking, even of farming and working, and operate 
as a barrier to national impulses of thought. In our 
country a wave of thought moves rapidly and evenly 
over all the land and through all the people. The 
whole country feels it at once. Witness not only the 
passage of political emotions over the national mind, 
the rapid transit of a new party issue, or of the thoughts 
of a great speech, but of social or mental sensation, as 
in the sweep of the praying-band or spelling-bee excite- 
ment from one ocean to the other. In England it is 
not so. Men do not travel, ideas do not tmvel. It is 
but thirteen hours from London to Edinl)urgh, but it 
takes more than thirteen years for a political idea to 
traverse the route. 

III. Our government is a simple republic, a federa- 
tion of a body of equal and co-ordinate States, each 
State peopled by a population of the same race, the 
si^me language, the same history. All the States have 
the same rights, powers, and obligations, and all these 
are defined. The administration of the government, 
even, is by a written chart. Everything is laid down 
on paper. 

Compare with this simplicity the tremendous impe- 
rial system of Great Britain, — a system that has an 
illustration only in Rome under the Csesars. A little 
class of great families dominate, first, their own order 
and through it England, and, controlling social Eng- 
land, elect their own Parliament. Through this Parlia- 
ment they govern allied kingdoms and an empire 
<jtretching through Asia^ Africa, the A niericas, Europe, 
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Australasia^ and the islands of the sea. The imperial 
standard of this great dominion floats over colonial na- 
tions of all races, spanning even the great gulf between 
the Aryan and Semitic bloods ; over people of every re- 
ligion and creed, the r^nant faith of Christianity being 
in the minority ; over all latitudes, all colors, all lan- 
guages, all traditions, all forms of government. The 
British empire of to-day, morally and physically, is 
grander than ever were those of Greece or Eome, and 
its rule is far more conscientious and beneficent. And 
these principalities and powers and provinces and dis- 
tant kingdoms of the seas the imperial Parliament 
governs, not on one simple and uniform plan, but by 
ever diverse and varying machineries, — by legislatures, 
by armies, by imperial decrees, by proconsuls, by mili- 
tary governors, by civil governors, by unpretentious 
** political agents," or by regal viceroys. The name is 
nothing, the power is always there. The heart of this 
marvellous body politic throbs at Westminster, whence 
its currents of blood are impelled to the uttermost ends 
of the earth. The brain is the premier of England. 
Contrast this with our ready-made work at Washington. 
IV. Our provincial statesmen groan under what they 
call the burden of national patronage. When they 
aflect liberal political culture, they tell us that the un- 
paralleled magnitude of this patronage is a grave danger 
to the republic. When they simply claim to be strong 
politicians, " leaders," they struggle and wrestle and 
raise mighty tempests about the distribution of a few 
petty clerkships and evanescent post-oflBces. The whole 

Sovernment patronage of the United States is but as a 
ea-bite to that of England. Whatever we have Eng- 
land has on a grander scale. What are our petty post- 
offices, with New York at $8000 salary and Philadel])hia 
at $4000 heading the list, to the limitless range of public 
offices necessaiy to administer the vast and imposing 
imperial machine? Consider the endless civil-service 
list; the post-c^ces; the telegraph-service, which, in 
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Great Britain, is governmental; the army and nav^ 
commissions for colossal hosts and fleets ; the swollen 
pension-lists, not only military, but civil, literary, and 
political ; the Church preferment ; the court patronage 
to tradesmen ; the immense foreign service ; and, finally, 
the dazzling rewards of titles, orders, and peerages. 
Consider alone the patronage of India, with its state 
railways and public works, an army of four hundred 
thousand men, and a parental government over a popu- 
lation of more than two hundred millions of souls. 

On this question of patronage I will instance just 
one item to illustrate what its splendors and magnitude 
and tempting prizes are under the English government. 
It is an item to which we have no equivalent at all, like 
the titles and orders and peerages and telegraph- and 
railway-service and foreign civil list, and other depart- 
ments. The bishoprics of the Church of England are 
in the gift of the government. There are twenty-eight 
of them and two archbishoprics. The Archbishop of 
Canterbury receives $75,000 a year and two official 
palaces for a residence, and holds office for life. The 
Archbishop of York gets $50,000 a year, and a palace 
and his office for life. Either of these positions, in the 
way of worldly emolument, is better than the Presi- 
dency of the United States. The twenty-eight bishops 
receive salaries ranging from $20,000 to $50,000 a 
year (they average over $25,000 a year), a residence, a 
seat in the House of Lords, and they have all this for 
life. The whole higher-class patronage in the gift of 
the United States, the Supreme bench, the Cabinet, the 
Vice-presidency, and our entire European diplomatic 
list, does not begin to approach in splendor or dignity 
or money value to this one item. The whole body of 
these great offices of our state are less in number than 
these bishoprics ; their salaries range but from $7500 
to $17,500; there are no official residences attached, 
and they are not held for life. 

y. This ecclesiastical item of patronage suggests one 
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of the Ugliest of all the problems of European politics^ 
— one which is a danger and burden to every European 
Government to-day, but from which our country hap- 
pily is and always has been entirely free, — the vexed 
question of Church and State. The Established Church 
of England, a Church embracing a minority only of the 
people, is a part of the Govern ment of England. The 
head of the Church is the head of the State; its 
bishops, by virtue of their mitres, sit in Parliament; its 
clergy are necessarily a kind of national police. The 
Church is in the very Constitution. Its interests enter 
sharply into every party platform and struggle. They 
fought over the Irish-Church disestablishment a few 
years ago, — they are going to fight soon over English 
disestablishment. As a consequence, the clerical inter- 
est goes actively into the political campaigns in a way 
that rather shocks our American sense of propriety. 
The clergy assist at the nominations, and the Church 
vote at the polls is cast on as purely selfish and grace- 
less principles as would be the Irish or negro ballot in 
our cities. The alliance of the Church and liquor in- 
terests — " beer and Bibles" — is one of the open scandals 
of the recent elections. Further, this marriage of 
Church and State makes an appeal to religious hatreds 
and fanaticism, the most dangerous and wicked of all 
passions, an effective political weapon always on hand 
and useful. A vulgar anti-popery sjjeech that, in the 
United States, would hanlly be tolerated, is acceptable 
and effective on most English hustings. Thus it comes 
that premiers and cardinal-princes are writing hotly on 
questions which we have removed entirely from the 
field of popular passion. 

While the situation of Church and State in England 
is indecorous and embarrassing to Transatlantic view, 
it is only that, and not a danger, as it is to most of the 
other European nations. In Italy the Church is a vast 
octopus, with its dank, flaccid arms sucking at every 
pore of the State. The fight of Germany with Rome 
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18 historic and inherited. At this very hour the inflam- 
mable question of French politics is the expulsion of 
the Jesuits. Even Japan has just got through a gi- 
gantic civil war to decide this very question, — ^the su- 
premacy of Tycoon or Mikado. We alone of all 
nations have not inherited in our politics this brand of 
discord, which has been the occasion of more wars in 
Christendom than anyone other cause, — perhaps of more 
than all others combined. 

VI. We have no foreign relations, no entangling al- 
liances, no res|)onsibilities or obligations outside of our- 
selves. With every European people this is the main 
field of politics. The nation itself is but the starting- 
point of government. The real work is ramified and 
spread all over the continent, perhaps all over the world. 
Not a step can be taken without consulting other nations 
and understanding their interests. Europe is as we would 
be were all the States of our Union independent, antago- 
nistic, and with inherited animosities of blood, race, and 
faith, with diverse languages, modes of thought, and 
political traditions, and with tlie quarrels and revenges 
of a thousand years to settle. It is this that makes the 
minister of state so important a personage in European 
government and so often its head. Following traditional 
forms, we have made our Secretary of State the head of 
our Cabinet, but it is only a survival. He is but a 
shadow, for happily we have no foreign affairs. It is 
this also which produces the broad scholarship and in*- 
tellectual supremacy of the European statesman, and 
drives the demagogue and the half-educated out of the 
field of politics. Our Monroe doctrine is a political 
blessing, but it necessarily limits the range and |K)wers 
of our public men, because it limits the demands and 
the stram on them. It deprives them of the compara- 
tive study of politics and history, which European poli- 
tics, on the other hand, enforce and necessitate. And 
comparative study has been the law of all advancement 
in thought and science in this century. 
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The general elections of 1880 in England were fought 
on issues almost entirely outside of England, and they 
involved an intelligent knowledge not only of modern 
continental politics and history, but of the Greek, Ot- 
toman, and Asiatic civilizations. Just imagine the 
statesman of Kentucky or Nebraska being called on 
for this kind of work ! Or how many members are 
there in any State delegation in Congress whom we 
could trust to vote for us on such questions when ihe 
consequence of an ignorant or reckless vote might be 
war? 

VII. Finally, the critical responsibilities of govern- 
ment in our country are a mere nothing compared with 
those which immediately and forever confront the Eu- 
ropean statesman. We never feel them ; they are never 
brought home either to the people or to the legislator. 

The European statesman legislates with a sword sus- 
pended over his head. He deals with armed nations 
ready to strike. Vast camps of populations surround 
his own, in fatal readiness to move at a signal. A 
false vote, and before it was circulated through the 
kingdom hostile bayonets would be swarming across 
the frontier, and hostile artillery thundering over the 
land. Within twenty-four hours after a declaration of 
war by Germany or France or Italy or Russia, the cav- 
alry would be over the border. A legislative debate in 
Europe may be like brandishing a torch in a powder- 
magazine. 

The European statesman, further, has absolutely no 
margin on which to make mistakes in home affairs, 
eitlier. He deals with a discontented people, a bur- 
dened people, a suffering people. With the utmost 
wisdom and prudence, the average lot of the people 
will not be a pleasant one. Imprudent or ignorant 
legislation will bring suffering to many and sure death 
to some. How different the situation from ours where 
the land, from one end to the other, is one happy field, 
with a whole nation garnering smiling harvests, or at 
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cheerful and contented work in its shops and factories I 
We have an illimitable margin for legislative mistake. 
No blunder costs us either blood or money that we feel. 
We are living like spendthrifts on accumulated capital. 
This country would have been wrecked a dozen times 
within living memory by its ignorant leadership had we 
had the same narrow margin to go on for errors as 
have tlie European nations. When that time comes in 
which a foolish word may precipitate a war, an indis- 
creet tax raise a riot, or a blunder of political economy 
result in national convulsion, then we will begin to 
appreciate the value of education in government, and 
of the scholar in politics. 

Let me recapitulate briefly, in such form that the 
eye may take it in at a glance, some of the main points 
of this imperfect contrast between the involved politics 
of the Old World and the simple field of the New. So 
shall we better see the diflerent manner of public men 
that the two fields call for : 



England, 

One-third of the globe and 
one-fourth of its population. 
The empire scattered over all 
the continents. 

A social structure of many 
classes, with unlike interests 
and vested rights. 

An imperial government, ad- 
ministered through the Parlia- 
ment, of one kingdom, and 
using all known kinds of po- 
litical machinery. 

Distribution and control of 
enormous government patron- 
age. Civil service, immense 
foreign service, military, naval. 
Church, titles, orders, peerage, 
public works, railways, tele- 
graph, etc. 



The United State; 

A moderate and contiguous 
territory. 



One homogeneous people. 



One simple form of govern- 
ment, with uniform machinerv 



Moderate government pa- 
tronage. 
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England, 

Church and State, — infinite 
political and religious compli- 
cations. 

Established and involved for- 
eign relations. Eesponsibilities 
in common. The nation only 
a component part of the conti- 
nent. 

No margin for political or 
legislative mistakes. 

In the midst of armed powers 
with colossal armies. Hufi^e 
standing armies. ^ 



The Uniied Stcies, 
None. 

None. Monroe doctrine.' 



Wide margin. 



No armies without or within. 



An increasing national debt. A decreasing national debt. 



A discontented people. Emi- 
gration. 

A people taxed to their ut- 
most capacity. 

Ignorant lower classes. 



A contented people. Immi- 
gration. 

A generous margin for tax- 
ation. 

A general common educa- 
tion. 



Is it any wonder that European politics evolve a 
stronger order of men than do ours ? When you meet 
or hear or read the English statesman, you feel the 
immediate contrast, and a little study of the country 
shows how different are all the conditions of his life 
and work. 

The English statesman must be an educated man^ 
for he deals with educated forces and with history. 

He generally springs from the upper classes, and has 
that knowledge of society which comes from looking 
from the top down, and not from the bottom up. So 
far — and it strikes the American with a strong impres- 
sion — ^the higher culture of Great Britain governs it, 
although it has little in common with the mental or 
religious life of the body of the people, and no sym- 
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pathy at all with their social life. But this is changing : 
the governing power is passing every year farther 
down the social scale. 

The English statesman^ finally, is mostly a man of 
meaDB. £te has leisure to study for his work, and 
independence to do as he thinks best. Politics is not 
with him a means of making a livelihood. 

LOVIKW. 



LONDON. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 

A SxRMON IN Stone — Thb Peace op the Grave — How a 
Grave in "Westminster Abbey Comes — A Monumental 
Epitome op English History — England's "Worship op 
Courage — Our Country in the Abbey — The Birth-Spot 
OP the <* Shorter Catechism" — "The Elect op Eng- 
land's Dead." 

It was my good fortune to be shown the treasures 
and beauties of Westminster Abbey by its scholarly 
and accomplished dean, whose reputation and fame are 
as broad in all our land and in all the learned world 
as his own broad sympathies and the generous, gospel 
he preaches so boldly in the first of English churches. 
I shall not attempt a picture of this historic fane, which 
rises so stately here, and which stands perhaps in still 
statelier and more unattainable proportions in the imagi- 
nation of all read and cultured Americans. I will not 
even speak here of the sermons I heard of two of its 
greatest preachei^s. Dean Stanley himself and Canon 
Farrar, reserving the opportunity to touch on them in 
a later letter on the London pulpit, when a larger com- 
parative hearing of its eminent men shall have qualified 
me to write of it with more information and judgment. 

I would not write with the rapid pen and flow of 
newspaper work of Westminster Abbey, which centres 
and sums up in itself all of English history, and which, 
year by year, gathers to its bosom the best and greatest 
of England^s men. Its picturing or treatment demands 
long and special study, and any other treatment is an 
injustice alike to the spot and to the reader. I sup- 
pose, indeed, that many of my countrymen to whom 
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the venerable pile is familiar by painting ana engrav- 
ing and the allusions of literature may feel somewhat 
disappointed at the mention of its name without an 
effort at its description. There are those, however, 
whose lives have been a labor of love in its service, and 
who have written fully, authoritatively, and responsibly. 
To their works I refer all acrass the water who would 
see or know the best that i>en and pencil can do for the 
abbey. Or, better yet, come and see it. 

^^They sleep with their jaihersP It was a noble in- 
stinct, worthy of illustrating its age, whatever that age 
was, which first conceived the idea of making the 
churches of England the tombs of its great dead, and 
Westminster Abbey has been highly favored of history 
and of England in becoming the shrine of the nation. 
" Let us here praise famous men and our fathers that 
l)egat us." It is the one thing which I most envy of 
Europe, this wealth of its great men and the noble and 
beautiful use which it may make and does make of 
their graves, by which it carries down through the 
centuries what is best of them, keeping their memory 
green and imperishable, but, more than that, trans- 
fusing, as it were, their virtues into the daily life and 
generation of the hour. Here they lie in stately tombs 
all over England, the men who have deserved well of 
their country, who have served their fellow-men, who 
have honors! their race, — ^the soldiers, the philanthro- 
pists, the teachers, — ^a lesson, a stimulus, an inspiration, 
to all that come after them. And it is alike to the 
honor of England, and convincing evidence of her 
moral vigor and integrity and of long national life yet 
to come, that this recognition, these great honors, are 
open to aU. Riche«» will not buy a tomb in West- 
minster Abbey, nor a life of ostentation and luxury 
and display ; but its walls are free to the young lieu- 
tenant, the young clergyman, the sailor or private 
soldier or drummer or cabin-boy, who does his duty 
and dies in doing it. 
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Perhaps the distinctive feature of Westminster Abbey 
to a thoughtful stranger is the wonderful catholicity 
of its tomte. We unconsciously think of it as an aris- 
tocratic burial-place of the Established Church of Eng^ 
land, — words of limitation. We find its consecrated 
crypts open to humanity, — literally, to all the world. 
It has been eloquently called the *^ temple of silence 
and conciliation," and this language is the literal truth. 
Variances of faiths, harsh judgments on personal lives, 
the asperities of politics, the rancorous struggles of 
ambition, the bitterness of 'parties, — all are forgotten in 
its still and passionless chapels where side by side sleep 
friend and foe. The clangor of arms and the damna- 
tory clauses of old creeds are hushed in its hallowed 
and silent aisles. Here, walking among its graves, 
eloquent in their mute and voiceless expression, one 
comes again and again on tombs or monuments of men 
almost startling you by their associations or the dra- 
matic contrast of their lives with their last resting- 
place. You find in a place of honor "John and 
Charles Wesley," their tablet legended "My parish 
is the world," — the founders of Methodism in the 
pantheon of the Anglican Church. You pause in- 
voluntarily at the name of John Bradshaw, the regi- 
cide judge, and president of the fatal amrt. Cromwell 
and the two Charleses and General Monk sleep near 
together. An English mob, in unhappier times, onee 
rifled the tomb oi the Puritan statesman and soldier 
and scattered his dust and bones, but the empty grave 
and its inscribed slab are still there in memory and 
honor of the man. John Dryden, the Roman Catho- 
lic; Isaac Watts, the nonconformist; Mrs. Siddons, 
the actress; Kemble, the actor; Congreve, the play- 
writer of broad freedom, to speak gently near his ashes ; 
Casaubon, the Frenchman ; Spanheim, the Swiss ; 
Theodorus Paleologus, the Greek ; some of the family 
of Louis Philippe, — all lie peacefully in the resting 
ranks of the noble army of its dead. It might be easy 
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enough to lay most of these men here now in our 
better and gentler times, but think of the bitter pas- 
sions of older days when statesmen paid with their 
heads for political mistakes, think of the merciless and 
ignorant hatred which so short a time ago passed for 
religion and faith, and you can b^in to gauge the 
strength of mind and moral courage and nobility ahead 
pf their generation of the men who dug some of these 
graves, and who recognized in advance of their time 
the peace of the grave. 

Honor to whom honor is due. The honor for this 
great service to humanity is due of recent history ulti- 
mately to the dean of Westminster (and in earlier cen- 
turies, I suppose, to the abbot), who is finally responsible 
for evei*y tomb, monument, or inscription in the church, 
and whose veto can exclude anybody, living or dead, 
and any tablet. Let me explain a moment how a grave 
in Westminster comes, how the greatest honor England 
can bestow is given. It is so thoroughly illustrative of 
the interior of English life, of a power of tradition and 
usage of which we know absolutely nothing, and which 
we can hardly understand or comprehend at all, that 
time is not lost in learning it. This great honor, for 
which kings hope and prelates strive and soldiers die, 
rests in law to-day, entirely and absolutely, in the hands 
of one man, — the dean of the Abbey. He can bury any 
one in the Abbey he pleases and he can close its doors 
against any one he pleases, and there is no power in the 
land that can force or control his judgment or discretion 
in the matter, save, of course, the special action, in a 
special case, of Parliament, which, unlike our Congress, 
limited in its power and field of action, is "supreme, 
irresistible, and uncontrollable" in all things and over 
all men in England. It is one of those instances con- 
tinually arising out of the fortuitous historical develop- 
ment of England in which enormous powers or "public 
trusts or franchises have come into the hands of some 
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one man or class, who are responsible for their use only to 
their own honor and conscience and the general sense of a 
whole people, which generally i n some way enforces its own 
will. And a vast body of such usages, powers, vested 
rights, and franchises, ecclesiastical and civil and poli- 
tical, which no one has ever attempted to enumerate or 
define, and which no one here would define if he could, 
and of which there is nowhere any written or authori- 
tative record, is the Constitution of England. Compare 
this condition of things with the carefully-written paper 
which is our Constitution, and you have some idea of 
the organic differences of the two Governments, — the 
one a growth, the other as yet a pure construction. 
This fact is the great and foundation difference between 
English and American politics, and the reason why 
the acts of one are often no precedent for the other. 

As a matter of fact, Dean Stanley, as any strong man 
would in a similar position, feels bound to act as the 

Srophet and interpreter of the English people in the 
ischarge of this unique and singularly high trust, and 
does, as have the deans of Westminster before him. 
While the exercise of such sole and irresponsible power 
looks dan^rous to the American mind, accustomed to 
the careful distribution of responsibilities and the deli- 
cate balance of powers, it has many advantages apparent 
at a glance. The popular feeling generally obtains its 
will, but it is regulated, restraint perhaps for a time, 
by the sounder and truer judgment of an educated and 
cultivated man, who can also by his power of veto not 
only prevent indecorous burials, which might be forced 
under temporary impulse or immature sentiment, hut 
save the building from the profanation of crude inscrip- 
tions, born of ignorance, passion, or bad taste. Indefxl, 
the present dean has done an acknowledged service, 
not only to England, but to the English language, in 
the regulation of the mural legends and inscriptions 
which have been placed in the Abbey during his long 

incumbency. As a whole work they show a markea 
H 16 
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foroe, el^imoe^ and good taste that in future timet 
will be noted and remembered to the credit of our 
century. 

A stroll through the aisles and cloisters of this great 
church awakens the echoes of history and starts associa* 
tions almost at every step which lead one to the outer 
confines of our knowledge — political, religious, and 
social— of ourselves. 

Here, in the ancieut Chapter-House, a perfectly cir- 
cular room, on rude stone benches continuous around 
the wall in three tiers, without arms or railing or rest 
of any kind, for three hundred years sat the Parliaments 
of England. 

Here, in the Jerusalem Chamber, a modest kind of 
vestry room, storied in legend as the death-scene of' 
Henry IV., j"ggled by a prophecy, was framed and 
published " The Shorter Catechism," that famous com- 
pendium of Presbyterian belief. How many of our 
American Presbyterians ever think of the " Assembly 
of Westminster Divines" as assembled and working at 
this historic Anglican centre ? • 

In this same room sat and worked the men who pro- 
duced the revision of the Book of Common Prayer in 
the form in which it is now used in England. And, to 
keep up the chain of historical tradition in this line, the 
modern " Committee for the Revision of the Bible" is 
to-day sitting in this chamber invested with such dis- 
tinguished ecclesiastical associations. 

Here once was the " treasury of the kings of Eng- 
land," and here now all the official gold and silver 
standards of the coin of the realm are under royal lock 
and key. 

Here, too, opening out of the dean's private study, is 
the simple closet, now disused, but which once served 
for the keeping of the crown jewels and regalia, of 
which the dean and chapter are still the legal and con- 
structive keepers, and which, on the eve of the corona- 
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tion-day of every monarch, are yet brought to the Abbey 
and kept there over-night, that they may be ready foi 
the ceremony of the morning ; for the coronation of 
every king or queen of England takes place in this 
church in front of the Chapel of Henry VII. These 
jewels are the gorgeous collection of crowns and coronets 
and sceptres and royal swords and gold and silver and 
diamonds familiar to all who have visited the Tower of 
London. Although in the constructive keeping of the 
Abbey, these regal valuables are by statute in the actual 
charge as deposits of the constable of the Tower, who is 
supposed to have the safest place in the kingdom either 
for state prisoners or state property. 

Here, in silent admonitory state, among the dusty 
tombs of the sovereigns who have sat in it, stands the 
Coronation chair. Under its seat, and part of it now, is 
the famous "Stone of Scone," the rude throne of the 
old Scottish chiefs, and which Scottish tradition and 
relic-worship assert to be the very stone on which the 
patriarch Jacob rested his head for a pillow when he 
slept and saw his glorious vision of power and long life 
and God's protection, — " the Shepherd and the Stone 
of Israel." 

Here, by a dark and narrow stairw^, you ascend to 
the small, rude, touching Chapel of Henry V., swung 
in the air, the solid stone steps worn almost into cups 
by the feet of devoted worshippers, who for centuries 
have climbed its hard, bare way to hear mass and pray 
by the body of their dead, loved king, the saddle and 
the helmet of Agincourt keeping solemn guard over the 
warrior at rest forever. On the Continent I saw many 
impreasive altars in crypts and corners and dramatic 
situations, but I remember none in the unique position 
of this one, raised high into the. air, on a level above 
the main altar of the church, and looking down on all 
around it. 

But M'hy lengthen out detached pictures where every 
foot is illustrative, where every stone is eloquent, whei'e 
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Qvety aisle and corridor and archway is tremulous with 
the memories of centuries? 

Westminster Abbey, with its picturesque Old English 
architecture, so thoroughly ecclesiastical, so rich, so ele- 
gant; with its cloisters and venerable aisles, shadowy 
with the associations of legend, history, and tradition ; 
with its stately tombs, the grand records of England's 
glories, learning, and faith ; with its historic chapels and 
crumbling stones and time-stained walls hung with 
dropping banners or crowded with suggestive inscrip- 
tions, is one of those places which, like Niagara, cannot 
disappoint. One need not fear to see it lest the sight 
should dissolve cherished dreams or beautiful images. 
No matter what one's range of reading, no matter what 
one's fund of learning, no matter what one's sweep and 
realm of imagination, the fair fabric of fact stands for- 
ever, grander than dream or fancy, a living sermon in 
stone. 

I could not help thinking, whenever I passed this 
historic spot, of the riches with which England is 
dowered in this single church, and my mind reverts to 
the reflection again and again as I think how long, 
long, long it must be before we can be equally favored. 
It is a foundation with which no college can ever be 
endowed, — a perpetual lesson and education. " Re- 
member the days of old ; consider the years of many 
generations." 

Wandering through Westminster Abbey, as in all the 
churches of England, there is forced on one a sense of 
the great honors which England pays to her soldiers. 
I think that in the cathedrals and churches of the 
kingdom a larger proportion of soldiers lie buried in 
state, or have their names recorded in memorial legend 
if they have died on foreign fields, than any one other 
class, not even excepting the clergy, whose homes have 
been these buildings, and who themselves in former 
times have played so great a part in history. At every 
step their stately tombs or eloquent tablets arrest you ; 
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their still stone effigies rest nnder the gathering dusts 
of every century ; " their good swords rust'' on every 
wall : " their souls are with the Lord, we trust." 

It is this cultns of courage and force which has made 
England, and it is these honors which make hec men 
soldiers. While there is something in her present mil- 
itary organization and structure which seems to produce 
deficient generalship, or prevent the development and 
coming forward of the real military genius which is 
surely in her armies, the soldierly qualities of the body 
of her officers are something wonderful and worthy of 
the highest admiration, — their fidelity, their personal 
chivalry in moments of danger, their perfect willing- 
ness and readiness to die. Her gentlemen leave homes 
of loveliness and cultivation and refinement unequalled 
on the face of the globe, and die every year, every day, 
almost, old and youhg, on the plains of Asia, in the 
forests of Africa, in fever-swamp and desert-sands, 
cheerfully and uncomplainingly. Hardly a country 
home in England but has its soldier's grave somewhere 
in the uttermost parts of the earth where England is 
pushing her imperial arms. And that all this sacrifice 
IS made in the face of a general sense of uneasiness and 
want of confidence in the ability of the directing power 
makes it all the more wonderful. " Somebody blun- 
dered" at Balaklava, just as they did at Braddock's 
Field and Bunker's Hill, and before the cotton-bales 
of New Orleans in 1812, and among the kraals of Zu- 
luland, and in the cafions of Afghanistan this fatal 
year ; but still the British soldier, gentleman and yeo- 
man, is ever ready, with his life in his hand, to go for- 
ward. It is these tombs in the old cathedrals. 

Passing from the ancient abbots' palace, now the 
dwelling of the dean, by private entrance to the church, 
just before we entered the transept of the main build- 
ing Dean Stanley, to whom my presence started recol- 
lections of Philadelphia, said, ^^ Stop a moment ; I want 
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i» show yon something diat will remind you of home," 
and ascending by a side entry three narrow steps, into 
a little chapel shut off by an open railing from public 
entrance, we stood suddenly before the handsome me- 
morial window of Mr. Childs to the two English poets, 
— a grand blaze of illumination, covering almost an 
entire wall of the chapel. It is a beautiful and costly 
work of art, in the conventional ecclesiastical style of 
glass-painting, rich and impressive. 

It is the usage in the Abbey to inscribe on all monu- 
ments the incident of their erection, and the stoir of 
this one is very simply and frankly told in a single line: 

" D, D,* Georgvus Qulielmua ChUda, Oivis Amertcaniia.^* 

This is the first appearance of our country in the his- 
toric Abbey. There are a few other American names,*— 
some loyal refugees in the war of 1776-83, some colo- 
nial worthies, some British soldiers killed in the Revo- 
lution and French wars, — but this is the only inscription 
which distinctly plac^ the new nation of " the United 
States of America'' in the monumental archives of 
Westminster. 

LOKDOK. 



* Donum dedit. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

THE LONDON PULPIT. 

Dbak Stanlbt in Wkstminstkb Abbey — Canon Fabbab aI 
St. Maboabet's — St. Paul's Cathedbal — Cabdinal 
Manninq in the Pro-Cathedbal at Kensington — Ret. 
-Mb. Hawbis at Mabtlebone — ^Thb English Olebgt as 
Public Men. 

To an American imagination there is no preacher in 
all the world who has a grander pulpit than he who 
speaks in Westminster Abbey. It is an inspiration to 
stand there. The scene of an ordinary afternoon ser- 
vice is itself a dramatic one. From the little pulpit at 
the corner of the transept the preacher sees a living sea 
of heads stretching out every broad aisle as far as the 
voice will reach. The wave of his audience overflows 
even the generous provision of the seats and surges up 
and over the tombs of the historic dead. On the con- 
fines of the seated congregation throng dark clouds of 
standing listeners, moving restlessly for some coign of 
vantage, pressing forward anxiously and expectant as 
when some great speech is to be delivered in a Parlia- 
ment. This, at least, is the scene which every Sunday 
greets the eye of Dean Stanley, who is one of the most 
popular preachers in London. This popularity comes 
solely, too, from the spirit and tone of his sermons, for 
their delivery breaks their eflect rather than adds to it. 
The dean reads his sermons, which is the murder of ora- 
tory, and few voices if any can reach the outer edges of 
the vast audience which gathers in the spacious gray- 
stone halls of the nave and transept. It is the ex- 
quisite English of these sermons and their gentle cath- 
olic spirit which draws all London and all the world of 
tmvel to hear them. Dean Stanley's sj)ace jTorxa^and 
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kindly features are so well known now in our countrp 
that the American traveller does not feel as a stranger 
when on entering the church he sees the familiar face 
in the reading-desk or pulpit. 

London is the vortex of the world, Westminster is 
the heart of London, and its preacher is so thoroughly 
in all the currents of modem life that one loses in every 
sermon of Dean Stanley's the more delicate touches, the 
keener allusions, — ^the more effective because so deftly 
veiled, — ^if he is not thoroughly familiar with all 
the higher movements of the hour. Here in a very 
striking sense "the parish is the world," and Dean 
Stanley has all the tact of a bom journalist in hamess- 
ingthe events of each day to the chariot of his work. 

When I first heard him the text was a clause of Scrip- 
ture, — 'Hhe service of the sanctuary." The theme, how- 
ever, was strictly " the Book of Common Prayer," its 
historic associations and growth, its spirit, and mainly 
and practically the question of the expediency or pro- 
priety of its emendation now. However scholarly or 
critical the treatment of this subject, — ^and this sermon 
was both, — ^the theme, in such a twnple and before a 
Church-of-England audience, must of necessity involve 
panegyric, and that it might not lead to narrowing 
opinion or the nurture of prejudice the preacher with 
fine tact prefaced his discourse by recalling as appro- 
priate to the subject and the day that this very Sunday 
was the anniversary of that historic occasion when the 
service of the Established Church of England was read 
for the first time and the last time in the national 
Church of Scotland. Then, in perfectly impartial and 
dispassionate words and in a tone and voice colorless of 
the slightest trace of feeling or judgment, he related 
the story of that famous scene in Edinboro' when Janet 
Greddes threw the footstool at the dean of Edinboro's 
head just as he began to read the collect for the day, — 
the same collect in which we .had all joined that very 
hour, — ^the uproar and confusion, the broken and ended 
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service, and the historical consequences of the event. 
That picture, drawn so calmly, all the passions of the 
time faded out with the years, as lifeless and departed 
as if veritably entombed with the dead of centuries 
that lay all around us, made its own argument. The 
audience stood at once on the catholic plane of thi; 
preacher. 

On the question of amendment nmo — the practical 
body of the discourse — the dean was direct and ex- 
plicit. Noble as was the book, grand as were its asso- 
ciations, it was a living growth and must change. It 
had defects, the legacies of times not so fortunate or 
blessed w^ith light as ours, and they should l)e amended; 
the sooner the better. The specific changes suggested 
and pointed out as desirable were one and all in thp 
line of broadening the Church and opening wide its 
doors, — wide and loving as the arms of its Founder. 
Among those instanced were the expurgation of the 
sweeping damnatory clauses of the Athanasian Greed ; 
also the abolition of that rubric which forbids the burial 
prayers of tl^e Church to be read over the body." of a 
man of the purest and most blameless life if he IS^ 
longed, say, to that most excellent and pious people, 
the Friends, instead of the Established Church," or 
" even over the most innocent of little children, those 
little children of whom Christ Himself said, 'Of such 
is the kingdom of heaven.'^' Another change urged 
was the wording of those special prayers for rain which 
seem to assume that the favors of nature are sent upon 
the just and its disfavors upon the unjust, contrary to 
the now clearly acknowledged teachings of the New 
Testament. 

In Westminster Abbey the service is rather a medium 
between the High Church intoning of England and th^ 
severely plain enunciation demanded with^ us. When 
it was over and the sermon finished the congregation 
slowly dispersed, not with a rush to the streets, but 
lingering kindly and lovingly in the cool gray shades 
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of the tombs and arched aisles, and there were no im- 
patient vergers or janitors hanging around to hustle out 
the last lingerers and close inhospitable doors. 

In the yard of Westminster Abbey, a solid pavement 
of flat tombs, stands the parish church of St. Margaret. 
St. Margaret's Parish is the first parish in the kingdom, 
for in its bounds rise both Houses of Parliament, and, 
I think, the official residences of all the government. 
The Speaker of the House of Commons, the Speaker of 
the House of Lords, and -most of the great officials of 
state are always members of this parish. Until within 
a very few years the House of Commons was accus- 
tomed to attend this church in state, as provided in the 
Prayer-book. 

Westminster Al>bey, although it fills so large a space 
in London in American imagination, has no territorial 
jurisdiction. An abbey is something to which we liave 
no equivalent in Protestant America. It is a college of 
priests, — a point or foundation purely for worship of 
God, unclogged by any congregational cares or limita- 
tions. It has no congregation in our sense. There is 
regular service and it is^free to all, but it goes on 
whether any persons from outside come or not. 

Dr. F. W. Farrar, whose name as a popular author 
is so familiar on both sides of the sea, is the rector or 
pastor of St. Margaret's, and he is so by virtue of holding 
a canonry in Westminster Abbey. St. Margaret's, too, 
is a stimulating house in which to preach. It is part 
of the fabric of the English Constitution; the strongest 
legislation in the world throbs at its very side, and the 
congregation must always hold some of the ablest and 
most influential men living. Add to this that there is 
not a Sunday but when, in addition to the permanent 
(cmgregation, there are to be found among the hearers 
distinguished men of all peoples, — statesmen, thinkers, 
writers, soldiers, — who come as strangers and travellers, 
unknown and unseen, but none the less critical and ob- 
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serving. In fact^ they are making np the verdict of th€ 
world. 

The interior of St. Margaret's ia very plain. It was 
the ordinary rectangular American church or meetings 
house, with four white walls, and the entire floor filled 
with plain wooden high-backed pews. Fine stained- 
glass windows and some historic names graven on mural 
tablets, — Sir Walter Raleigh lies in the chancel, — relieve 
the room from absolute sameness and furnish that rest 
to the eye which one finds so grateful in the churches 
of Europe, and which he so soon learns to look for. 

The conduct of the service was correspondingly 
simple. Both the prayers and the psalms were read so 
that each word was intelligible. There was neither in- 
toning nor drawling. Going to St. Margaret's with the 
consciousness that I was seeing one of the high-places 
of the Church of England, it was something of a sur- 
prise to hear the first hymn given out, — 

"Come let us join our cheerful'songs 
With angels round the throne," 

and to have it followed by — 

'* How sweet the name of Jesus sounds 
In a believer's ear I" 

two hymns in common use by every denomination in 
the United States. And both were sung to airs famil- 
iar in all .Presbyterian and Congregational churches, 
and the singing was by the entire congregation. 

Dr. Farrar, a dark, brown-faced man with a pleasant 
countenance, preached from Galatians, the first verse of 
the fifth chapter, — " the liberty with which Christ hath 
made us free." It was the broadest of broad-church 
sermons, the special dangers to Christian freedom 
from the side of ecclesiastical organization being the 
drift of the discourse, and at times the argument seemed 
to press certain practical applications on home issues 
not immediately discernible to a stranger. I could 
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only quote from recollection, and should be afraid to 
attempt for fear of being charged with misquotation 
but it is su£Bcient to say that Canon Farrar was a£ 
latitudinarian as St. Paul himself, and would probably 
have been pronounced unorthodox on the Church ques- 
tion from many a Baptist, Lutheran, or Presbyterian 
pulpit in the United States. He went the length of 
accepting literally the sayings of the New Testament, 
translating them into the language and applying them 
to the situation of the day. He is out and out a 
dis<*iple of St. Paul. Indeed, it is observable how 
thoroughly Pauline preaching is the rule in the Church 
of England, which is suffering a kind of recoil from 
theological disputation, and to-day sees the old doctrinal 
lines broken at many a point without apparently think- 
ing of even an effort to defend them. 

I have mentioned that this sermon seemed to* be 
bearing on some home question of church government 
or policy not entirely clear to a passing visitof. It is 
worthy of remark that nearly every sermoii I heard in 
London bore directly on some imminent matter, — ^some 
great question of modern thought or action, — ^and that 
the preacher spoke as a lawyer before a bench of judges 
or a jury does, directly to the point, with the view of 
convincing some person or persons on a given issue and 
at that time. 

I was not fortunate enough to hear Canon Liddon, 
of St. PauFs Cathedral, who is ranked by many at the 
head of the London pulpit in the way of combining 
both scholarship and popular oratorical power. He 
was sick and off duty during my three visits to London. 

St. Paul's, although dwarfed in American interest by 
Westminster Abbey, is to Englishmen probably the 
greater church of the two, and it is always and for any 
one a most impressive house of worship. It is the 
cathedral church of the diocese of London and thr 
most prominent building in all that huge city, being ir 
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size the third largest church in Christendom. It is .the 
great monument of its architect, Sir Christopher WreU; 
who got $1000 a year for building it. The bishop of 
London now gets $50,000 a year. The dean of St. 
PauFs also now receives $10,000 a year, and a staff of 
canons $5000 a year each, for conducting service in it. 
Then there are also archdeacons, prebendaries, minor 
canons, and the usual equipment of lesser officers, — chan-^ 
cellor, roister, and clerks of many kinds. 

St. PauFs Cathedral stands now right in the heart of 
business London. Its once cloistered walks are busy 
marts, and it is a dramatic surprise to pass in a few steps 
almost, out of the Bank of England, heated, panting 
with the pulses of the trade of the world, into the cool, 
calm shades of a still cathedral where the service of 
worship is nearly always in progress. There are, I 
think, four services every day, and perhaps more on 
Sunday, but it would be, it struck me, a glorious asser- 
tion of religious life if diey were made continuous day 
and night, and this magnificent temple, right in the 
heart of the dominion of Mammon in this world, were 
constituted a place where literally "prayer is made to 
God without ceasing.'' This idea flashed on me like a 
wave of emotion within ten minutes after I first entered 
the great cathedral. I suggested it afterwards to an 
English clergyman, but could not impart to him my 
enthusiasm. He thought it would " kill the clergy." 
I would say, " Kill them." If men can die for their 
country on a desolate and barren battle-field, why not for 
the glory of God in a comfortable cathedral ? 

The service of St. Paul's is a great work of art con- 
ducted with all the highest accessories of music and 
ecclesiastical stage effect. It was entirely intoned, and 
not a word of the priest was intelligible, at least to a 
non-English stranger. For one not accustomed to the 
traditional stage delivery of the English altar the tongue 
might just as well have been Latin or Hebrew. The 

preacher and reader, however, were perfectly heard, 

16 
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The ablest semion I liedrd in St Paul's was by tlie 
seuior canon, Rev. Mr. Gr^ory. The bishop of the 
diocese had ordered prayers for good weather in all the 
churches, and Canon Gregory on this day preached to 
tlie order, taking for his theme the whole question of 
prayer for the specific direction or suspension of the laws 
of nature. The marked feature of this sermon was the 
extreme candor and fairness with which the preacher 
stated the position of his opponents on this matter in 
all its strength, without the least disposition to contort 
it or to blink the danger. He fairly admitted that the 
ground had shifted since the days of mediaeval thought, 
and made not the least attempt to hold it by appeals to 
transmitted ignorance or prejudice, but grappled with 
the issue in a way that showed a masterly study of the 
whole range of modern reading. It was the work of a 
strong man who knew there was a fight ahead and was 
ready for it. 

Like nearly all English clergymen, Canon Gregory 
preaches with a vigor, physical- and intellectual, which 
tells of the broad foundation of the university and of 
generous and conscientious care of the body from youth 
upwards. He is a large man, of hearty address and 
that rare honesty of expression and manner that in- 
spires immediate confidence and trust. The close of 
St. Paul's, in which these canons live in low-roomed old- 
fashioned houses, with wrought-iron extinguishers and 
hooks for the link-boys' torches yet attached to their doors, 
is a most quaint old place which I despair of describing 
to those who have not seen it or something like it, but 
it is one of the best living reminiscences of Old London. 
It is in such out-of-the-way places not in the guide- 
books, or out of the reach of tourist curiosity, that one 
gets his freshest and best conception of past England. 
A.n old castle with the family still in it, their comfort- 
able every-day life blending through the slow succes- 
sion of centuries with the half-barbaric magnificence of 
their ancestors, a dark gray close with a deanery full of 
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girls inheriting the substantial club comforts of a line 
of dead abbots and their bachelor monks, are worth all 
the routine ruins and well-trodden *ivy walls in the 
island. 

I first heard of the Rev. Charles Haweis many years 
ago, when I found his " Music and Morals'' in the 
meagre hut of a miner in the Rocky Mountains of 
Colorado, into which I had been driven by stress of 
weather to pass the night, and the singular contrast of 
the incident kept his name fixed in my attention. In 
London, Mr. Haweis is a very popular preacher, and 
his church rather a fashionable one in its own stratum 
of society. 

St. James of Marylebone is an old-fashioned church 
building such as you see yet in old parts of Philadel- 
phia and in many of the interior towns of Maryland 
and Pennsylvania. The old architectural interior has 
been religiously preserved, — low, long galleries, quaint 
pillars, high wooden pews, — but all the plain walls and 
woodwork are now done over in the glory of modern 
decorative effect, in gray and red and gold and glasa 
Indeed, it rather looks as if an energetic sesthetic club 
had been let loose on all the walls and wooden fronts. 
The rear end of the church, which serves as a back- 
ground for the altar, looks something like a huge il- 
luminated title-page, so elaborate is it in pictured glass 
and gold and neutral-tinted panels, all blazoned over 
with ecclesiastical and religious symbols. The altar 
itself was a narrow ledge against the base of the great 
window. On it rested an elaborate cross in opaque 
glass or some similar material revealing itself very pret- 
tily with a kind of subdued brilliancy out of a wealth 
of flowers. Above the ledge arose a large rigid old 
fashioned square arch or triangle, thus : A. Inside of 
the arch was a perfect circle of scroll-work of some kind; 
inside of the circle a Greek cross, its four even arms 
touching the circumference, while its a ntre was a great 
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garnet-colored stone or piece of glass, which burned of 
glittered like a fiery eye, and more oi less recalled the 
Sl)ah of Persia or one's boyhood recollections of the 
« Arabian Nights/' 

The oongr^ation was apparently of the middle class, 
weajthy, comfortable, and uneducated. It was the 
most congregational service, however, I have ever seen. 
The Confession, Lord's Prayer, Creed, and most of the 
prayers were said by the whole people so well and 
spiritedly that the voice of the priest was never heard at 
all save when he sounded the leading note. The psalms 
of the day and the hymns were sung by the people, 
who carried on the whole service. In fact, the whole 
congregation seemed one body, a living being throbbing 
and pulsating with worship. It was a congregation 
Very easy and pleasant to preach to, if one was its 
choice. It was harmonious, very earnest, and entirely 
satisfied with itself. Without knowing anything of 
them, I should venture the assertion that the body of 
tl|e people are of the same class of society and have a 
high opinion of their own " culture." 

Mr. Haweis is a good specimen of the popular 
preacher toned down by the social limitations of the 
Church of England. He has all the elements of a 
stump-speaker, but has never learned to sink the pulpit 
below the level of the stump, which is the usual work 
of an American sensational preacher. Mr, Haweis 
does not even approach this, for neither his education 
nor Marylebone would suffer it ; but somehow his man- 
ner suggests that under less fortunate conditions of cul- 
tivation he might have drifted that way. He has the 
best elements and force of the sensational preacher, 
without his vulgarity. In person Mr. Haweis is a dark, 
aVeriage-sized man, with black side- whiskers, and of a 
sanguine, bilious-looking temperament His elocution 
is very English, apologetic, and with a great deal of 
hem-ing and haw-ing and aw-ing. His t^r^es are also 
3pmewhat nasal, which is not English 
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The Roman Catholic pro-cathedral, which is said tji 
be a kind of provisional tabernacle until the Church 
can make goo<l its claim to St. Paul's or Westminster, 
is situated away out on the Kensington road, one-half 
mile by underground railway from Portland Place, and 
the aristocratic section of which that place is the centre. 
It is a fairly capacious but very plain church, with 
pews, little decoration in the way of painting and stat- 
uary, and looking not at all in its interior like the Rod- 
man churches of Ireland and Italy. Here I went \Jb 
hear Henry Edward, Cardinal Manning, Archbishop 
of Westminster. 

Cardinal Manning is a tall, spare man, of feeble 
frame, with an emaciated and almost pallid face, ren- 
dered still more wan by hungry, cavernous eyes, — the 
true ecclesiastical type. He called up at once the polit- 
ical ecclesiastic of the sixteenth century. His. wasted 
features are refined, scholarly, and intellectual. A 
movable scalp, causing his red skull-cap to move up 
and down, imparts rather a sinister effect and mars the 
general impression of his appearance. The thin figure 
and meagre, fleshless face suggest the mediaeval an- 
chorite, the sharp, severe outlines the Middle- Age in- 
quisitor, a man who would be honestly cruel, — cruel to 
himself as well as to others. 

And Cardinal Manning has been cruel to himself, 
mercilessly honest to his convictions, in leaving]; the 
green pastures and pleasant waters of the Established 
Church of England for the arid and unintellectiial 
wastes of the Roman Catholic Church in Britain. 
There was no fashion at the pro-cathedral, no good so- 
ciety, no university, no influence, no cultivation. There 
were ignorant, new-made wealth and dull credulity and 
heavy mediocrity, bnt nothing better. It was a real 
sacrifice of the highest kind for this cultivated, learned, 
able man, the flower of English education, to be there. 

Cardinal Manning's sermon, as indeed was to be 

expected, was masterly and powerful. It wa* very 
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earnest^ and full of the wisdom of an old and wisft 
man. It was severely plain in language and often 
very practical, but the whole interior train of thought 
and argument was entirely above the very inferior con- 
gregation which listened to it. They undoubtedly got 
good from it, but they never knew the perfection of 
the work. Indeed,' it sometimes seemed to me that the 
great preacher was preaching two sermons simulta- 
neously, — one in the Spirit to himself and any stray 
hearer that chanced to drop in, and another in the 
flesh of the word to the pitiful audience of the pro- 
cathedral. I think no educated man could have wit- 
nessed this scene without regret, no matter how widely 
he might have differed from every word and conclusion 
of the ex- fellow of Oxford. The text of the sermon 
was the words, " Gold, frankincense, and myrrh," the 
subject, " Offering," — the dedication of everything to 
God ; one's \Vhole self in every part, estate, body, 
mind. The treatment revealed a great deal of patristic 
reading, and the language recalled at times the late papal 
syllabus, " The characteristic of the XIX. century is 
mental aberration," and the remedy of the cardinal was 
simple and mechanical : Offer your mind as a sacrifice 
to God, — f.6., to the Roman Catholic Church. 

Cardinal Manning's delivery is very defective, and 
keeps one on the stretch all the time. Owing to loss 
of teeth, perhaps, one word out of every eight or ten 
drops out entirely, and, as his sermons are of that un- 
usual order that one wants to hoar every word of them, 
the loss is very serious. In speaking, Cardinal Man- 
ning clenched the rail of the pulpit-box with both his 
pallid fists, like an English statesman on the hustings, 
and ejected rather than delivered his words, as if half 
embarrassed. He wore a scarlet cap and scarlet robe. 
In quoting I^atin, it was rather significant that he used 
the continental pronunciation, abandoning the English 
system of his own university training. 

The pro-cathedral is not the first Roman Catholic 
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church in London. That is St. Geoi^e's Cathedral, 
across the river from Westminster bridge. In this 
pro-cathedral, when Cardinal Manning preached, the 
pews were guarded and a sixpence demanded for an 
ordinary seat, a shilling for the better ones. The ser- 
mon was preached for a charity, and the money thus 
secured went to it in addition to the special collection 
taken up. The force of priests at the altar was not 
strong. Mass was more reverently gone through than 
in the perfunctory Italian style, but with less regard 
to the scenic proprieties, and with an utter want of 
the sense of dress and drapery that was thoroughly 
English. 

The preachers with a Transatlantic fame of othei 
churches were not as conspicuous in the winter of 
1879-80 as some years before. Irving, the leader of 
the famous apostolic movement, was dead. Spurgeon 
was in Italy in search of health, perhaps of life. The 
great orator of the Congregationalist denomination was 
in the divorce court. And so it happens that the view 
of this letter is confined to the Roman and English 
State- Churches. 

In London the pulpit is a much stronger social force 
than in any city in our country, and the men who fill it 
take a much greater and more influential share in the 
general public life. There are reasons in the structure 
of English society for this. 

The bishops sit in Parliament, and thus have a direct 
political influence. Again, the entire body of the 
clergy is a definite class, entitled always to be heard in 
a society which rests on a basis of class and is itself 
only a federation of many class-interests. This priestly 
class, in its highest rank too, reaches into the peerage 
It requires a personal knowledge of English life tc 
know how much this means. 

Once more, the English clergy have a better and 
happier education than the main body of ours, which, 
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indeed, they share with the leaders of thought of all 
England^ but it works out special advantages in their 
profession. Owing to a greater breadth of learning, 
and as its resultant a larger freedom of thought and ex- 
pression, many of the great intellectual and social ques- 
tions which are fought outside of the Church with ua 
are fought inside of it here. Then the good fortune of 
a university education in England is a great blessing 
which widens with the years. All the best life of Eng- 
land goes to school either at Cambridge or Oxford. 
Until more recent years this has been the case almost 
without exception. The graduates of these two univer- 
sities divided among themselves all England^ and have 
done so for hundreds of years. Their alumni have 
been simply a cliib formed of the leaders in the state, 
in the Church, in society, in the army, at the bar. 
England is a small place, where men constantly meet 
one another. The young university clergyman starts 
with an acquaintance embracing all that is best in the 
kingdom, and that will last for life if he is worthy of 
it. He has, therefore, a mnch more intimate associa- 
tion with the whole life of the nation than the American 
clergyman, who starts from the first in the seclusion of 
a denominational college and further segregates himself 
by finishing his education in an admittedly sectarian 
theological school. 

Finally, the Established Church itself is an alliance 
with the politics and good society of the kingdom, and 
its leaders have necessarily intimate relations with and 
responsibilities to these interests. 

There is another solid reason why the clergy of Lon- 
don should stand to the front of their calling. All 
England is behind them. The men who preach in St. 
PauPs and Westminster, at Smithfield or the Temple, 
and who live at Lambeth Palace, would be less than 
mortal did they not draw strength and inspiration from 
the historic theatre of their work. 
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CHAPTER XXI, • , 

THE PLAY AND THE THEATRE. 

The Primitive Inn- Yard Stage of Old England — 
Disappearance of the English Drama of the Soil — 
The Saxon Play and the Modern Theatre — London 
Theatres and Law-Court Kooms — Henry Irving at 
the Lyceum — The Sceptre of Fashion— Sara Bern- 
hardt OVER from the Theatre Fran^ais. 

Several, ^ncient London inns, with spacious interior 
court-y^r^s surrounded with galleries in the shape of a 
<»ntinuous porch running around the second story, are 
still pointed out as the rude and simple play-housetJ of 
Old England. The stage here was the pavement of 
the court-yard. The spectators gathered on the upper 
porches, or perhaps could even sit at their chamber 
windows and see and hear the play, as I have done this 
year in a provincial Italian town, and seen good acting. 
The servants of the inn and hangers-on clustered in the 
corners of the court-yard, standing on the ground, or 
maybe indulging in the kitchen-stools and stable- 
benches. It is, perhaps, in survival of this tradition that 
in most of the London theatres of to-day the best part 
of the house is called the pit, and that seats in it are 
sold at a cheap price and fashion rigorously shuns it. 
The modern pit is the survivor of the old inn court- 
yard, and the flavor of the stable and kitchen still 
clings to it. Many of the plays of Shakespeare were 
brought before the people on justsuch simple boards, some 
of them in some of these very inns. This was in the days 
of Merrie England and of strolling players, — the time 
when England was a play-going nation. She was then 
Catholic and monarchical in heart. To-day she \» 
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Protestant and republican, and her native drama is 
gone. 

There is something in democracy and Puritanism 
which drives the theatre out of a national life. The 
people have risen to higher interests. When the Puritan 
became ascendant in England he closed up the play- 
houses, burnt the plays, branded the poor players, and, 
perhaps, drove them with cropped ears out of the land. 
They have never come back. England has her theatres 
to-day, but they are no more an institution of the people. 
They are simply a conventional amusement of the higher 
classes common to the world. They flourish only in her 
cities. The "play" of English literature has disap- 
I)eared. 

A popular love of the drama among the humble 
body of the people only exists in that condition of civi- 
lization where there is a high development of the dra- 
matic element in Church and State. Wherever there 
are elaborate rites and forms in the Church, and scenic 
displays in the Government, there the heart of the 
common people is really moved by its drama, which, 
however humble it may be, answers to and satisfies a 
popular craving. A drama of the soil flourishes best 
when the High-Church principle rules in the Church 
and the monarchical principle in the State. In Italy 
to-day, where the people are born actors, the daily ser- 
vice of the Church is always an impressive picture, and 
it flowers all the time in imposing "functions" in 
grand cathedrals so built that the chancel railings 
enclose a magnificent stage where a hundred or more 
priests and acolytes can countermarch, intone, swing 
censers, and group themselves in efffective tableaux. 
From the England of the play and play-houses come 
down scenic coronations and spectacular openings of Par- 
liament, which are performed yet to-day, but to irre- 
s|X)nsive audiences. The whole order of life of the peer- 
apje is, in fact, a colossal play for the amusement and 
impression of the common people. When the people 
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get behind the scenes then comes democracy. Dettioo- 
racy has come for England, and the drama as a native 
institution has disappeared before it. The old name, 
even, is gone. The Saxon " play" of the people has 
given way to the Latin theairum of fashion. The 
English theatre of to-day does hot differ from the 
American. The same plays are acted in the same way, 
and the same kind of people go to hear them, — viz., 
the well-oflf* world of fashion and the very dregs of 
the cities. The vast body of the people have no more 
interest in them than have ours. 

The theatres of London, therefore, although good in 
their several ways, oflfer no field for the study of Eng- 
lish life except incidentally. The houses themselves^ 
were not material ly different from ours, and they 
seemed to grade themselves fashionable, middle class, 
low, much as ours do. 

In this similarity to ours they resemble every other in- 
stitution whose development in England and our country 
has been under similar conditions. I took a stroll one 
day through the law-courts of London under a barrister's 
guidance, and was surprised to find how little they dif- 
fered from ours. Even tlie men in them were the same. 
There was the little, withered-up, old lawyer, the portly, 
substantial, prosperous one, the hurried, full-of-busi- 
ness advocate, the hungry, shabby attorney, who has 
given up the race, and haunts the court-room by 
habit ; the judge who tried the case himself, and did 
all the talking; the judge whose docket was always 
behindhand ; the barrister with unclean linen and un- 
brushed clothes. They were all there just as they are 
sitting in the court-rooms of Pennsylvania to-day. It 
may be that Pennsylvania, accepting the common law 
in full and the old English system of pleading, and 
changing very little of anything until within this gen- 
eration, has carried down something more of the detail 
of the English court-room than other States, but it is 
not much. The controlling reason for the likeness is 
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tliat for three hundred years the law, always a oon- 
servative profession, has advanced with equal steps 
and under nearly equal conditions in England and this 
country. The American lawyer has added to his pro- 
fessional labors the burden of politics, which, in Eng- 
land, has been generally shouldered by another class, 
but that is about ail the difference in their lives. He 
threw away the wig, also, and that is about all the 
difference there is in the coup d^ceil of an English 
and American court-room. And that is a difference 
to our advantage. I failed entirely to see the dignity 
and impressiveness which, to the English mind, lies in 
a horse-hair wig. They give a slovenly and unclean air 
to a whole room. Few were well kept, none of them 
looked fresh, and many were nasty. 

All theatre-going London, in 1879, was divided in 
its worship of Henry Irving and Sam Bernhardt, both 
of whom are promised to America, and both of whoa 
have made conquest of the world of fashion as well 2£ 
of the stage. 

Henry Irving has unquestionably achieved a wonder 
ful success in holding the sustained attention of Lon- 
don. His plays are mostly of a high order, — mainly 
Shakespearian. His Merchant of Venice has held the 
stage for hundreds of nights, and there are no symptoms 
to show that the interest is flagging. One must go a 
week beforehand to secure seats, and this has been the 
case for several years. His theatre is the Lyceum, — 
on classic ground just off the Strand. Mr. Irving is a 
spare, rather fine-looking man, with an intellectual face 
and the carriage of a gentleman. He has the sem- 
blance of a bend in his shoulders greater than the 
realityi When acting you see Henry Irving all the time, 
but it is not offensive. He blends with his character, 
but he never loses himself even to the incidents of 
his appearance. There is, for instance, a certain melo- 
dramatic air about him, recognizable plainly in his 
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photographs, which never forsakes him and leaves on 
one a suspicion that he is forever posing. He wears a 
"melancholy mien," as one who carries around from 
hour to hour the burden of a great grief, a secret 
mystery, perhaps even a delicious crime. This manner, 
however, is one of chaste repression, and the highest 
finish of subdued refinement. There is not the least 
suggestion of the possibility of a scene or of anything that 
might violate the minutest conventionalities of good 
society. It is an air eminently calculated to charm and 
interest a sympathetic woman with time on her hands 
and plenty of money. 

This charm Mr. Irving has worked, and it is the 
danger which confronts him now in coming to our 
country. Although an excellent, conscientious, and 
scholarly actor, Mr. Irving owes his sovereignty of the 
London stage to the stamp of aristocratic endorsement 
set on him personally. Society, in a country where 
society is thoroughly organized, "has approved him. It 
has taken him up, it has opened its drawing-rooms to 
him, it has made it the mode to go to the Lyceum. 
Bishops hear him, the clergy of good society discuss 
him with religieuse peeresses ; the journal with social 
ambition hymns his praises. It is very meet and right 
and proper now in England to hear Henry Irving. 

Now in this country we have nothing at all to answer 
to the direct and powerful influence of the English 
aristocracy in general society. It can take up a pet of 
any kind, for a mere whim, perhaps, and his fortune is 
made. And it does take up these pets all the time, and 
in the most capricious way. Sometimes it is an actor, 
ejometimes it is a clergyman, sometimes it is an artist, 
sometimes it is a beauty, sometimes even the whim may 
be to buy at a certain shop or patronize a certain trades- 
man. Whatever it is, the success of the pet is assured. 
All London kneels at the feet of the beauty, throngs the 
theatre of the actor, buys the pictures of tlie artist, or 

crowds the shop of the fevorite tradesman. Perhaps 
in 17 
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Bociety even tolerates or half invites a mild and cautious 
snubbing from its pet. This is the perilous position of 
Henry Irving. He is the pet of London society, and 
specially of that wing of it which affects to be non- 
worldly. He stands at the head of the English stage, 
but how far he owes that position to an arbitrary degree 
of fashion, and how far to a genuine mastery of his 

{profession, it may take the verdict of an American pub- 
ic to decide. 

When Sara Bernhardt first comes on the stage you 
see a meagre-looking, rather impassive soubrette, with a 
plain thin face and a body that looks like an unin- 
teresting fabrication of whalebones and corsets. You 
are looking anxiously at every entrance for the great 
actress to make her appearance, when it breaks on you 
with a disappointment that this inferior young woman 
is she herself. It can hardly be, it cannot possibly be, 
but a moment or two^nd the inexorable caste decides. 
Yes, it is she, certainly. Soon the " divine skeleton" 
begins to breathe, the eyes of the soul light up the 
sunken face, and the worn body clothes itself with flesh 
and grace. 

There can be no question as to the Bernhardt's right 
to her throne. Disendowed with a body carrying which 
many a rustic girl would give up the village race, she 
has placed herself at the head of the actresses of her 
day, flooded the capitals of two continents with her 
face, and dictated the mode in dress and adornment of 
the civilized world. And this resistless power of hers 
which holds London and Paris at her feet, and sends 
her fame wherever there is written language, is the 
more strange that it is so purely intellectual. With none 
of the sensuous charms of physical attraction, she has 
nevertheless always made men the slaves of her body. 
On the stage it is the passion of the soul which achieves 
her triumphs. You see forever the fiery mind flaming 
through the frail body. Her power is that wondrous 
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Hebrew force .in civilization which flashes out all 
through history, and which in our own day we confess 
in a Disraeli, a Gambetta, a Rothschild, and a Rachel. 
Almost any woman with Sara Bernhardt's body would 
look like a faded little seamstress all her life and feel 
like one. She has set that body on a throne and made 
all the women in Christendom do homage to it. The 
experienced modern eye will see modes of dress and 
little achievements of feminine embellishment in every 
town of the United States, which were conceived and 
brought forth solely to rectify certain lines in Miss 
Bernhardt^s physical fratme or to draw off attention 
from oertam others that would not be successfully recti- 
fied. What greater triumph is open to woman than to 
thus chain her whole sex to her chariot wheels? 

When Sara Bernhardt came to London success was 
immediate and assured. The commission of the classic 
Theatre Frangais — the first stage of the world — ^had, 
perhaps, made this a sure thing, but nevertheless society 
undertook her cause, and made it a social necessity to 
have seen her. Under the segis of His Royal High- 
ness t)ie Prince of Wales the comparatively Puritanic 
drawing-rooms of London were opened, with some 
qualms it is true, to " Miss Sara Bernhardt and son," 
and Matthew Arnold in the elaborate pages of the Nine- 
teenth Century paid the compliments of the world ot 
scholarship and higher letters. 

As an actress, there is no doubt of her power. Her 
very presence grows on one with a fascination he ctinnot 
understand. There is a finish, a consummate grace, a 
trained force in every movement and position that 
throw around her the real histrionic nimbus and estal)- 
lish her divine right to the succession of the sov- 
ereignty of the stage. Her genius is a perfection of 
simulation of which, perhaps, our heavier Saxon race 
is not capable, and therefore admires the more. 

The special circles which respectively chaperoned 
Henry Irving and Sara Bernhardt represent rathoi 
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aotipodal dements of LondoD society^ but it is all a 
matter of the upper classes. The people of England 
know nothing and care nothing for either of the stars 
that reign in the theatrical firmament. They have 
nothing to do with the London stage of our day, which 
is not English. It may be cosmopolitan, electic of the 
world, better than all England ever did or could aflford, 
but it is not national. 

LOKBON. 
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THE LONDON TIMES. 

In thb Fortress of thv Thunderer — Mechanical Plant 
AND Management or the Establishment — Presses — 
Type-Founding — Electric Light — Electrottping-Shop — 
The Canteen — Telegraphic Service — Printing by Ear 
— Night- Work — The Paper op the Future — American 
AND English Journalism. 

Printino-House Square, which sounds so grandly 
from across the seas, is in London so modest a place 
that one can readily pass by it unwittingly, as I did, 
even after having fixed its general locah'ty from the 
map, and started out to find it. This, however, is not 
because " the Square" is an inconsiderable structure, 
but because of the magnitude of London, which is so 
immense that one only comes to a conception of it 
slowly and by experience such as this. 

The Times building is really a massive pile of solid 
brick of fair architectural effect, which in New York or 
Philadelphia might be one of the features of the city. 
In London it is simply lost, — crowded iiway among 
square miles of similar structures densely packed and 
pressed together. 

Printing-House Square, the castle of the modern 
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Thunderer, stands on the reputed site of an old Norman 
fortress. There is something dramatic in this coinci- 
dence which makes the spot the suggestive vignette of 
whole centuries of history, and starts a thousand poetic 
and philosophic dreams on the local correlation of 
force. 

I had had no acquaintance with The Times ^ but a 
note of introduction sent by kind thoughtful ness of a 
leading New York editor opened widely and hospitably 
its doors, and I spent a portion of a day most profitably 
in an exhaustive inspection of its plant and watching 
somewhat the process of its daily work. Let me tell 
of some of its wonders. 

In this letter I shall confine myself chiefly to i\ni 
mechanical features, as being of most popular interest 
and best picturing the establishment to the non-profes- 
sional world. The editorial side is of professional 
rather than public interest, and, besides, why should the 
arcana of the profession be laid before those eyes which 
see not ? 

I shall avoid also the familiar figures which simply 
prove a colossal business, and which would be equally 
impressive in recording the results of a pork-packing or 
brick-making establishment, and attempt to briefly out- 
line some of the features which are distinctive to The 
Times and characteristic. 

Solidly established for years, founded on the strong 
bases of the University and the governing classes of 
England, conducted by men every one of whom is an 
expert and veteran in the business, The Times enjoys an 
income that now comes in of itself, and stretching out 
like some of our great railway companies, it now em- 
ploys a portion of its surplus revenues every year in 
buttressing itself, by extending its works out to the per- 
manent manufacture of its own supplies. These things 
are permanent investments, not expenses, and, although 
costly in- the start, in the long course of years save 

money. 

17» 
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Let me enumerate some of the most important a& 
illustrative of the 8eo|)e of the plant. The Times — 
I. Manufactures its own presses. 
II. Founds its own ty|>e. 

III. Provides its own light — electric. 

IV. Feeds its employees on the spot. 
V. Has its own el ectroty ping-shop. 

VI. Has its own telegraphic service and wires — in 
the main ; and 

VII. Repair-shops for all these different machineries. 
All these great shops and offices are under one roof, and 

the cluster of them, with the other ordinary departments 
of a newspaper-office, — editorial-, composing-, proof-, 
stereotyping-, making-up-, press-, business-, advertising-, 
and distribution-rooms, — form The Times building. 

The Walter presses are made here for the market as 
well as for the proprietor's own paper, and in these 
shops I found the workmen in the busy clatter of 
turning out great machines, as in any great factory or 
foundry. 

In the press-room of the paper stand eight ; six go 
every night and two stand by as a reserve brigade. 
Each press prints a whole copy of The Times, both 
sides, sixteen pages, and at the rate of twelve thousand 
per hour. The edition, therefore, goes off at the rate 
of seventy-two thousand per hour. These presses are 
ranged in three columns in an immense room on the 
first floor of the building, the enormous weight suj)- 
ported by arches. The paper-room; another large space, 
is just below the press-room, the paper being hoisted up 
by a lift (American elevator) into the centre of the 
press-room. In the spacious paper-rooms below you 
wander through long avenues of huge rolls of paper, 
each roll four miles long. I watched at one of the 
presses the four-mile run of one of these rolls, and it 
was striking to see how quickly it was done. 

Much of the mechanical interest of The Times cen- 
tres in its type department. I brought away with m<i 
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some type made under my eye in the founding-room. 
But that is only the beginning of the wonder. Fol- 
lowing this type into another department you see it set 
by machinery. All publishers are familiar with the 
history of the long effort of Mr. Walter in this direc- 
tion. Here is the result : 

One-half of The Times every night is set by ma- 
chinery. One machine does the work of six to eight 
skilled compositors. It cannot correct, however, and 
here is its weak point, or the whole paper would be set 
with it. As it is, the work is about divided. Doubtful 
copy and all revisions are done by hand, the steady, 
regular work by machinery. 

A young man sits before what looks like a piano- 
board, with four or five banks of keys all lettered. 
He plays on these keys with forefingers of each hand 
rapidly, and the type are as rapidly shifted into a kind 
•of minute steel galley, the exact width of the body of a 
type. There is no system of fingering as with piano 
music, — only the two paws fly like lightning. 

The distributing-machine just reverses the process of 
the setting instrument, and in the last stage each letter 
of the alphabet is rapidly shunted off on to its separate 
side-track, where they stand like long trains of freight 
cars in the yard of a colossal depot. It is a wonderful 
machine, but there are others, I think, now surely ap- 
proaching perfection of much more interest and impor- 
tance to newspaper property. 

The last permanent investment of The Times has 
been the manufacture of its own light on the electric 
system, using carbon points. The cost for the plant of 
this has been very great, but it is so far successful, and 
the cost of now producing light is very moderate. 

The entire building is lighted by sixteen electric 
lights, each light of from eight hundred to one thousand 
candle-power, far more than is needed. Sixteen wires, 
each starting directly from a battery, are used to dis- 
tribute the light, and the battery is worked from a solid 
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and powerful steam-engine. This engine had to be 
built expressly for the electric battery, and its power 
cannot be used for any other purpose ; the light would 
waver and be unsteady. Quite thick porcelain globes 
are used to temper the fierce power of the light, and the 
dark shadows are in part corrected by reflection from 
white bowls. I see no reason why the new Edison 
light should not be attached to this plant, if desirable. 

This electric manufacture has been an advertisement 
for The Times, but so far it is not an economy. They 
have more light than they need or want to have, and the 
cost of the plant is the capital of a gas company, not a 
legitimate expense of a newspaper establishment. 

The employees of The Times are fed in the building, 
— a great saving of time to employer and employed. 
The canteen consists of a fine large kitchen and two 
dining-rooms. Food is supplied at cost rates to the 
men, — " everything except beer, on which is charged a* 
little profit, which saves the canteen always from loss, 
and the margin of profit, whatever it may be, is always 
turned in to an employees' relief fund which we have," 
it was explained to me. 

" That is very excellent ; but we do not call beer 
*food' in America." 

The canteen is a very good and saving institution. 
It supplies a kind of cheap club to the men, but there 
could be no tetter illustration of the difference of 
habits and manners on the liquor question between the 
two countries. Here was a careful and conscientious 
employer furnishing liquor to his force ; and, mor<» 
than that, long rows of bright, burnished pewter ale- 
raugs, each with " The Times" proudly engraved on 
its beaming face, greeted my vision as one of the em- 
bellishments of the canteen. 

The electrotyping-shop is a well-appointed room, 
equipped with all the modern appliances of the trade, 
where are made the plates for the weather diagrams 
published daily in The Times, and also maps, charts, 
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etc. So well is this shop perfected that a moderate- 
sized plate can be turned out in a few minutes. Prac- 
tical newspaper managers will recognize the economy 
and desirable use of this attachment. 

The Times has its own wires over much of England 
and most of the continent, and its own service o£ them 
by accomplished correspondents, — men of ability and 
influence. It uses Renter (the Associated Press of 
Europe), but only partially and as an incident, its page 
or more of telegraphic news being generally exclusively 
its own, and the Renter news coming in only in a supple- 
mentary way. It is a common expression among news- 
paper men in our country that we only use the telegraph 
largely. I think that the special telegraph service of 
TluR Times exceeds that of any American newspaper, 
saving, possibly, the New York Herald and the Chicago 
Times. It does not strike the popular and uneducated 
eye, perhaps, so strongly as ours, because it does not deal 
in criminal news, small fires, petty accidents, sensations, 
etc. ; but every morning The Tmes does have a de- 
spatch from every capital in Europe from a " stick'^ to 
a column and a half or two columns in length, giving 
the political situation of the day and the great business 
and social features, — the matter that statesmen and 
scholai^ and leaders read and talk about. They are 
its constituency. Its telegraphic service of special 
matter averages, I think, about a page a day, and a 
page of The Times is equal in superficies to over 
twenty per cent, more than a page of the New York 
Herald, 

It is all solid news, too, — no padding or whipped 
cream. 

The reception of the telegraphic news of The Times is 
something unique. The lines from the continental 
capitals, Berlin, Paris, Rome, Vienna, etc., all, of 
course, converge in one room, and the despatches are 
received over an instrument that prints. The print- 
ing, however, serves merely as a record. The despatch, 



202 LONDON. 

Wi it is received, is read off by the telegraph operatoi 
to the operator of a type-machine, who plays it off by 
ear, and the despatch, thus reduced to written form, is 
supplied to the editors in printed proof. Of course, 
only the work of res|)onsible correspondents, likely to 
need no alteration, is honored in this way. It would 
be too expensive to treat thus matter requiring editing. 

The type-setting- machine compositors are, of course, 
a class to themselves, or, rather, to The limes. Every 
ordinary comjK)8itor going on The Times obligates himr 
self to abandon all Unions or outside organizations. 

Indeed, in many things the office is exclusive in this 
way. It does not employ men who serve on other 
papers, and those who work on The Tmes are pro- 
tected in many ways from outside affiliations. As a 
rmrioQS instance of this feeling, I was shown, in a 
distant portion of the building, a rather desolate, 
cheerless-looking room for casual employees or tem- 
porary contributors, " persons that we don't want to 
mix up with our own men, you know." 

But all this costly mechanical plant did not make 
The Times. It was before all these things were, which 
are but its menial equipment. The being of The Tmies 
is in the brain-power and character of its founder and 
directors. It is a power and an authority and an in- 
fluence because of their strength and social force. So 
high is the personal character of the direction of this 
paper, so judicial and scholarly its editing, so careful 
and judicious its expression, that it has, at home and 
abroad, all the responsibility, standing, and influence 
of a living and res|X)nsible man. It has, in fact, the 
social position, political weight, and personal character 
of the best-born, best-educated, and highest-minded 
man in Britain, and in its circulation, therefore, has 
just the association, relations, and influence which such 
a man would have. And it has all this and keeps it 
just because it is owned and edited by just this class 
of men. 
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A marked feature of the place is the large amoant 
of hard work and unremitting attention bestowed un- 
ceasingly on The Times by its proprietcM^ and editors. 

Here is an old paper, perhaps the best established in 
the world. Every man on it holding any res{)onsible 
position is an expert in the business. The experience 
of some of them is hereditary. Ever)'^ employee on the 
pajjer is of the highest grade of scholarship or business 
training, but the nmnagers and editor are working as 
hard and closely as if they were starting a new enter- 
prise. Let me give some tacts : 

All the editorial work is done at night, the editors 
not coming down at all in the daytime. 

Mr. Chenery, the editor, sees the first paper off the 
press every night. 

Mr. McDonald, the managing publisher, sees the 
whole edition off the press every night. 

The paper goes to press at 3.30 a.m., but these men 
know that from midnight to 3 a.m. is the quarter-deck 
in action of a morning paper, and they ai'e on it. Mr. 
Walter's (the main proprietor's) own house is adjoining 
and runs into The Times building ; is substantially a 
part of it. The dwelling of Mr. Delane, the late 
editor, stood quite near the office, between Printing- 
House Square and The Temple. He, too, always was 
on deck at night until the paper went down. Both of 
their dwellings are far down town; infinitely farther 
froii) the social life and rest of London than would be 
Third and Chestnut from that of Philadelphia. But 
the night is the life of a morning paper. 

The Times having no long railway routes to travel, as 
all England is covered in a few hours, and running off 
its edition at the speed of seventy-two thousand an hoar, 
can ^Sbn] to wait until a later moment before going to 
press than a paper of Philadelphia or New York. I may 
say here, the editors of all kinds each have a room to 
themselves, and work under all the advantages of seclu- 
sion and silence. These rooms, nearly every one of 



204 LONDON. 

which I visited^ are spacious^ often about sixteen by 
sixteen or twenty feet, and substantially furnished, 
have high ceilings, are well ventilated and conifortablj' 
lighted. They have, in fact, something of the com- 
fortable air of a university chamber. 

Another marked feature is the watchful economy 
practised in the daily management. While all the first- 
cost or investment expenses have been on the most lib- 
eral and solid scale, the daily running expenses are very 
closely guarded. The story of the rags in The Times 
composing-room, I suppose, is familiar to all interested 
in the newspaper business, but I saw other things quite 
as remarkable. For instance, I saw in a comparatively 
small package the entire waste paper of the previous 
day's seventy thousand edition of The TimeSy — i.e., the 
sheets of defective paper or paper spoiled on the press, — 
and it was not as large as often is the waste of a Phila- 
delphia paper. Per contra, it is to be said the paper is 
of better quality and less likely to tear or break. The 
same economy — the child of thorough knowledge of 
the business — ran through every department of the es- 
tablishment, editorial and manufacturing. There was 
no waste, no splashing, and close saving. The cost of 
specials and of travelling expenses is much better worked 
down than with us, — indeed, this is so on all English 
papers. The composing-room is closely watched, — no 
union rules, of course, interfering. Repeat advertise- 
ments are not distributed and reset as in one of our 
American newspapers, but held as long as the type re- 
mains in good order. When I mentioned the custom 
of a New York journal on this point to The Times 
manager, he was unaffectedly astonished, exclaiming, 
Oest m^nifiqvs mms ce n'est pas la guerre. 

The distinguishing characteristic of The Tmes is 
solidity. 

The editorial department, like everything else of in- 
fluence and weight in England, rests squarely on the 
university, and what that means it takes some insight 
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into the English life to understand. The paper ad- 
dresses the leaders and thinkers and statesmen of the 
world, and it must have the best trained power to speak 
to them. 

The solid paper that it is printed on is equal to book 
paper in grade. Three of the sixteen-paged numbers 
of The Thnes go to tlie pound of printing-paper. 

The proof-reading is perfection, — more scholarly and 
faultless than that of the average American book. 

Of the solidity of the manufacturing plant this letter 
has amply spoken. 

But while everything is solid and perfected on TJit 
ZJmes, while every man on it is trained and tried in his 
profession^ and there is no experimenting in the business 
of the establishment, there is no cessation of mental 
energies or invention, for these men are veterans, stand- 
ing ready to hold their paper abreast of the times and 
to seize first the vantage-ground of any new discoveries 
that might affect the property or the newspaper life. 
The TimeSy indeed, has always been a college of inven- 
tion and discovery in the newspaper world, spending 
large sums of money in reaching after new processtjs 
and improvements in machinery or management. 
Among the achieved results of its labors in this way 
are the Walter press and the type-setting machine, — two 
enduring monuments. I was rather startled to find in 
this connection that among the problems revolving in 
the fecund womb of The Times office was one to which 
I have for several years given a good deal of thought 
and some practical labor, — viz., the publication simul- 
taneously of a great daily paper in a dozen cities. That 
is certainly the newspaper of the future, and the future 
may be near at hand. 

There is no excitement or nervous hurry in The Timeb 
building, — nothing, perhaps, that would impress an un- 
skilled visitor, — but the mental atmosphere is very 
stimulating. In fact, one feels tired and exhausted — 

that familiar experience of our Centennial Exposition 

18 
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— after inspecting honestly its plant and workings, so 
great are the achieved results, so limitkss the range of 
the thousand suggestions which start themselves in re- 
viewing in the sympathetic companionship of its own 
management the first newspaper office of the world. 

In such a visit one's mind constantly tends to run- 
ning a parallel between the English journal and the 
American, but such a contrast is fair to neither, and 
very illusive. In the first place, the functions or uses 
of the two papers are very difierent. As ncw?8papers 
we undoubtedly excel ; but the English papers do the 
thinking for their communities in a way that our jour- 
nals do not, and, as a consequence, their conductors 
have a higher influence and stronger standing in so- 
ciety. Then, the English idea of " news'' is something 
very difierent from ours, and the Continental concep- 
tion is something different again from either. And 
the English journals, like English society, are divided 
by classes between which there is a wide gulf such as 
does not exist with us. The leading papers are very 
strong, dignified, scholarly, and powerful ; the lower 
papers are very low, and the classes do not grade into 
each other by insensible shades as with us. 

In fact, the papers of a country are the outcome and 
development of its life. What that is they will be. 
A comparative study of the great papers of the world, 
say The Times of England, Independence Beige of Brus- 
sels, Odlo8 of St. Petersburg, Figaro of Paris, and 
others of like representative character, will lead one 
more and more to this conclusion just as far as he gets 
a real insight to the representative journals themselves, 
their editorial direction and work, the character of their 
news and the methods of its presentation, and, finally, 
the reception and support of the journals by their re- 
spective communities. 

London. 
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CHAPTER XXIIl. 

HISTORIC TAVERNS. 

Ik the Haunts op Shakespeare and Ben Jonbon — The 
English Inn — The Tavern Clubs of the Seventeenth 
AND Eighteenth Centuries — The Somerset Tavern and 
the Junius Letters — The Rainbow Coffee-House — 
Doctor Johnson and the Mitre — The Cheshire Cheese 
—The Cock — History and Politics in the Inn Names 
OF England. 

All through English literature there come down to 
us certain names of homelike London inns, which, 
although familiar by their oft recurrence and the flood 
of associations which sweep through them, — the memo- 
ries and recollections of Shakespeare and Ben Jonson, 
of Goldsmith, Burke, Garrick^ Dean Swift, Pope, Sir 
Joshua Reynolds, Gibbon, bluff old Dr. Johnson, Bos- 
well, Pepys, and a host of worthies, — are yet mostly 
thought of by us only as pictures, as something utterly 
gone and passed away, like the silent forum or the des- 
olated mansions of Macsenas. 

It is, therefore, a pleasant surprise to find many of 
them here in the flesh, and they are quite worth visit- 
ing and picturing, as in addition to their intrinsic 
interest their existence to-day is thoroughly illustrative 
of an inside phase of English life. Many of these his- 
toric taverns exist now almost exactly as they did in 
the days of Dr. Johnson and Goldsmith, less changed 
in their outward appearance than would be the doctor 
or the deathless " Vicar'^ if living now, while in their 
inner life and traditions they are essentially the same as 
a century or more ago. 

The English tavern never dies. Landlords may 
come and go, servants grow venerable and pa&s into 
local traditions, barmaids bloom and fade into but 
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toasts and memories, but "the inn" goes on forever. 
Heirlooms accumulate on its time-stained walls ; corners 
and seats grow famous as the men who once claimed 
them reveal themselves in history ; the genii hoi gather 
with the centuries ; but the inn is fresh and young and 
warm and cheery forever. I have already mentioned 
that at Stratford-on-Avon an inn at which Washington 
Irving rested in 1830, I think, and mentioned in his 
published' letters, still lives on his genial recommenda- 
tion and deserves it. At Walthara I found an excel- 
lent country inn reputed through the kingdom, which 
dates from A.D. 1260, an undoubted case of Bonifacial 
succession. The Four Swans blazons to-day this ancient 
date on its quaint signboard, and confidently appeals to 
a respectable ancestry of six centuries as its best claim 
to the i)atronage of the travellers of 1880-1900. 

So it is with the London taverns of literature. Some 
of them, it is true, have yielded up the ghost under 
the inexorable hand of Time, demolished by Boards 
of Public Improvement, or reconstructed into gilded 
modern meaninglessness by vulgar enterprise, but many 
of them yet live, respectable just as they were respect- 
able of yore, and sober and responsible, with the charac- 
ter of centuries to maintain. " The Somerset Tavern," 
the " Cheshire Cheese," the " Rainbow," the " Mitre," 
and the " Cock," every one of which is grandly illus- 
trated in English literature and history, are all here yet, 
living and moving and having their being in the daily 
life of this our nineteenth century, but bringing down 
to us in hourly detail something of the daily life of the 
England of two hundred years ago, and perhaps more. 

All of these that I have mentioned are found in Fleet 
Street and along the Strand, and quite near together. 
They all stand now, however, off the street in courts, or 
what were once courts, and are reached either through 
dark archways or by extremely narrow and modest 
little alleys which a stranger would readily pass un- 
noticed. Consequently, they are saved from the pro- 
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fanation of vulgar and ignorant custom. The customers 
of these inns have mostly come to them by inheritance 
or congenial introduction. These courts were likely at 
first gardens, such as stand around the country inn now 
in most villages. In time, as the town choked the 
fields, they were built up close around to the very 
palings of the little garden ; the roses and patisies and 
marigolds gave way to flagstones and solid pavement, 
and the hard-stone court was thus developed, — the evo- 
lution of the city. Carpenters' Court in Philadelphia, 
inclosing the Carpenters' Hall, where the initial C5)uti- 
nental Congress satj is a good American illustration of 
these still old English courts. 

The Somerset Tavern stands out clear in the memory 
of every student of institutional law and English his- 
tory. Through the humble hands of its barmaid passed 
the MSS. of the famous Junius Letters before they 
saw the light of print. This seems to us a very in- 
secure and fortuitous mode of communication, but it is a 
thoroughly traditional English one, and is yet largely 
used. At many an English inn I have seen stuck in 
a glass behind the bar or placed upright against the 
shelf or decanter on the sideboard broad, square letters 
addressed in the modern conventional English hand to 
** Mr. Harry Chauncey," or " William Henry Howard, 
Esqre.,'' frequenters of the hostelry, who get their home 
letters here just as their fathers did in the seventeenth 
century. This unconventional post-oflSce is generally 
in charge of the barmaid, who is, in fact, an institution 
of the place, and the " next friend" of everybody who 
comes about it. 

The MSS. of the Junius Letters were left at thib 

Somerset Tavern, addressed to "Mr. Woodfall, 

printer," who probably ate his midday meal or spent 

his evenings here. His shop, still here, is about three 

minutes' walk from the tavern and behind it. It is 

now as then a printing-oflBce, and the name boldly 
Q 18* 
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painted on the wall is the same, — Woodfall. The letters 
were left at the tavern by a boy. 

As a picture this inn is the least interesting of those 
mentioned. The old house is the same, but it has been 
remodelled throughout within, after the style of a 
modern hotel, and a drink ing-saloon of the ordinary 
pattern pushed out so as to give a street entrance. 
Historically it is a mere shell. The old '^interior'^ 
and the charm of the old life are both gone. 

• " The Rainbow," No. 15 Fleet Street, is consecrated 
with the elusive memories of Shakespeare. Here, too, 
it is said, came Ben Jonson and Beaumont and 
Fletcher and Donne, and flashed wit and jest and story 
with the London actore of that long7ago day. The 
Ra!nl)ow, in early history, stood f>robably in a garden 
between the Thames and the Strand. The garden pos- 
sibly became a court ; but if so, now the court — gone 
after the garden — is built solidly over, and the Rain- 
bow, away off the street and enveloped in a solid mass 
of building, is' reached by a long and very narrow pas- 
Kige — a mere right of way — which opens on Fleet 
Street almost unperceived. 

The Rainbow has kept pace with the times, carefully 
preserving the old features of the place, the old charao- 
teristics, and the old life. The comfortable building is 
the same. The old-fashioned bar is still there with 
the little oflSce, — for the Rainbow was and is a spacious 
hostelry, — the two together presided over still by that 
remarkable young woman who, in the English inn or 
hotel of average size, does civilly and agreeably and 
thoroughly the duties of three conspicuous American 
officials, — the hotel-clerk, the barkeeper, and the book- 
keeper and cashier. The pleasant fire in the open 
chimney- place and the shining pewter are still there. 
The perfect but unpretentious service is the same which 
Englishmen shared with you two hundred years ago. 
The heavy spotless linen, the clear-cut glass, are prob- 
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ably of our own day. Here you get a good modem 
London dinner, based, however, on the old English 
tradition of two or three plain courses. The wines su^ 
traditionally known and excellent, — solid in body and 
in price. Old usages, too, are as far as possible scru- 
pulously observed. Your haunch of mutton or great 
roast of beef is wheeled up to your table and your cut 
taken off in your presence and under your own direction 
if you are particular. The custom of this place, as I 
saw it, was of a high and most reputable kind, solid 
bankers, merchants, and lawyers, apparently doing busi- 
ness in that locality, — the same class of men who for 
two hundred years have been using it in midday and 
afternoon. In the evening there is probably more 
smoke and wine and clinking glasses. 

The Rainbow has a further and better-authenticated 
historical interest as having been a "coffee-house," a 
younger institution in English history than the tavern, 
and one that passed at once and largely into literature. 
The first house opened in London for the drinking of 
this new beverage was in 1650, the second was in 1652, 
and was the Rainbow. It figures as a fashionable resort 
in the Spectator, The drinking of coffee instead of ale or 
canary was considered rather a swell thing when it was 
first introduced. It was decried by the common people 
as effeminate, an affectation of fashion, and a sign of 
degeneracy on the part of Englishmen, and the coffee- 
houses were denounced by the lower classes, and looked 
on very much as our most exclusive club-houses are 
now. 

Previously to the opening of the ooffee-h(»use the 
Rainbow seems to have been a book-stand. " At the 
Signe of the Rainbow in Fleete Streat, near the Inner 
Temple," is an imprint of the early part of the sev- 
enteenth century. It is probable that it was in this 
connection its name became linked with those of Shake- 
speare and Ben Jonson. 

The Rainbow is an excellent hostelry of this day, as 
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well as of two handred years ago, and the American 
traveller who delights in clothing himself with the 
wealth of the associations of the past as he travels will 
serve himself well by putting up here, if he chooses 
this locality of the town, instead of at the common run 
of hotels advertised in the guides and time-tables. He 
will be thoroughly comfortable and well fed, and will 
see at once an English " interior." He will be inside 
of a real old English inn, not merely honeycombed in 
a cell of a mammoth modern caravansary. 

The Mitre lives in tradition as the special haunt of 
Dr. Samuel Johnson and the brilliant group that clus- 
ters around his rude, strong person as its central figure, 
— Burke, Goldsmith, Garrick, Boswell, — ^and I suppose 
it was, for you can see at once the reason of it being 
chosen as a stated rendezvous. It was a case of natu- 
ral selection. Gk)ldsmith lived immediately back, in 
Mitre court ; Dr. Johnson just across the way, in Bolt 
court ; while Burke had his chambers in the contiguous 
" Temple," and, I presume, Boswell, too. From the 
central point of " The Mitre" they could all stagger 
home at midnight, covering the least possible distance, 
and with comparative safety. Sir Joshua Reynolds, 
who perhaps joined them sometimes, on more formal 
occasions, — for he moved more generally in a society in 
which Johnson did not go, — lived quite near, first in 
St. Martin's Lane, and then in Leicester Square, then a 
very fashionable neighborhood. 

The Mitre Tavern is found somewhat off Fleet Street, 
in Mitre court, a quiet, retired little recess or eddy. In 
front rolls down from the Strand the troubled current of 
London life, in the rear the busy waters of the Thames, 
but the Mitre is as still as a cloister. The suddeimess 
with which in a few feet one can turn, in London, 
from the surging roar of the noisy, driven streets into 
absolute stillness is one of the dramatic surprises of 
the city. Oliver Goldsmith's grave, close by the fa- 
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mous Norman Round Temple, the altar of the old cru- 
sading knights, lies only a few hundred yards from his 
homely tavern, in the hush of a country churchyard. 
Shut your eyes, and you would almost fancy the fra- 
grance of the fresh grass and English herbs and expect 
to hear the birds sing. You look around you and see 
not a green blade or tiny flower or a solitary spot where 
one might spring, — nothing but stone and crumbling 
efl&gies and tottering buttresses and high gray walls. 
Again, out of the thronging precinct of Westminster, 
throbbing with the pulses of the Parliament of an em- 
pire, you pass in a few steps into the peaceful cloisters 
of the Abbey and plunge at once into the Middle Ages. 
And so the close of St. PauPs and dozens of places. 

In a part of the spacious building, by the way, shut- 
ting off the Mitre court from Fleet Street, but fronting 
on it, and known as the Mitre property, are found the 
London oiBces of the New York Herald^ an historical 
succession worthy of being noted as something more 
than a passing coincidence. As the representative of 
the most advanced journalism of the time, The Herald 
is the legitimate successor of The Rambler, SpedatoVy 
and the Idler ^ and occupies, with something of right, 
the abandoned tribune of Dr. Samuel Johnson. 

In the interior of the Mitre, which evidently stands 
now much as it did a century ago, you can readily trace 
the outline of the scenes which passing allusions in 
literature and tradition have made so famous, — the 
dimly-lighted room dedicated by long pre-emption to 
private uses, the smoke-laden atmosphere, the brandy 
and hot water, the white-clay pipes and tobacco, the 
MSS. and current pamphlets, and the long table from 
whose head, night after night, the stout old Bohemian 
Tory preached ponderous philosophy, or railed at the 
Scotch and hurled angry invective against the American . 
traitors making history at Philadelphia and Lexington. 
A bronze bust of Dr. Johnson fills a niche above the 
spot where his chair familiarly stood, and placidly re- 
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gards to-day those nineteenth-century customers of the 
Mitre who have curiosity or influence enough to find 
their way into the little back bar-room, which is the 
arcanum of the house. 

It is fair to say that there are several other Mitre 
taverns in London which claim the honors and prestige 
of those distinguished literary connections, but the 
weijjjht of evidence and the argument from localities 
incline to the one I am describing, and whose cheer I 
have tested. 

Contemporary authority of the best kind fixes the 
Mitre Tavern of Mitre court, Fleet Street, as the site 
of the traditional Johnsonian symposia. I have no 
doubt, however, that if the other claimant taverns were 
in existence at that time Dr. Johnson and his friends 
gave them a visit. 

" The Cheshire Cheese,^' another favorite haunt of 
Dr. Johnson, well known in history and literature, is 
perhaps the most unchanged of all these taverns, and 
gives one the best idea of the life of those old times. 
It is very plain, and all the marked features of the old 
style are preserved with fidelity. In fact, it is not 
preservation, but continuance. I sipped some canary 
here for a half-hour one night with a friend distin- 
guished in journalism and politics and deeply versed 
in ,the scholarship of English literature, and spent 
some time watching the custom and incident of the 
evenino:, and I am sure that our eyes beheld the very 
same sights and objects which of old met the vision of 
Burke and Goldsmith and Garrick, — ^the same men 
and the same things. It stands in Wine-Office court, 
just across the street and nearly opposite to Mitre 
court. 

One-half of the large room is fitted up with plain, 
bare, wooden tables of the simplest kind of construc- 
tion, that would seat four to six persons. Each table 
stands in a kind of stall, formed by the high, upright 
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backs of the straight, hard, uncovered seats. The vhole 
looks like the great wooden pews in our old-fashioned 
churches. The seats are about as uncomfortable as 
they can be, but the English — as their Parliament 
House and the church pew (their evolution) attest — 
have little idea of the luxury of rest. A large open 
space of sanded floor, with arm-chairs and a small table 
or two of freer position, complete the room. An open 
chimney-place, with a burning grate, on which fizzled 
away a kettle of boiling water, gave a cosey and domes- 
tic air to the room. At the right-hand corner of this 
fireplace stood the chair of Dr. Johnson. Long white 
earthen pipes, fresh, and some pouches, evidently private, 
of tobacco, lay on the mantel-shelf. Two good but 
somewhat smoke-discolored oil paintings of old ser- 
vants of the inn hung on the walls. Their legend 
recited that they were contributed as a mark of respect 
by gentlemen who frequented the inn, and they were 
dedicated as special heirlooms to pass with the tavern 
property. 

The Cheshire, contrasted with its famous fellows, is 
"poor but respectable.^^ Everything was extremely 
plain, simple, and almost coarse, but all was neat, 
clean, and honest '; the quality both of food and wines 
good for the cost. In this it is, as it has been probably 
for centuries, thoroughly solid and English. The 
cheaper inn in England is not a mere dirty and pre- 
tentious imitation of a higher class of house. It has 
its own character and is proud of it, and as far as it 
goes is solid, good, and honest; and, as a rule, this 
holds good with other English things than inns, and 
also with the people. 

It was from this tavern one day,* when Goldsmith 
was confined in it by the landlady for his score, and 
watched by a bailiff outside the door, that Dr. Johnson 
went out and sold a MS. for him for sixty pounds. 
The MS. was the " Vicar of Wakefield.'^ 

" The Cock,'' 201 Fleet Street, a tavern of the same 
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age and general character and uses as the Rainbow or 
the Mitre, has more modern associations, its sponsor 
in literature and chiefest treasure being Alfred Ten- 
nyson, — 

*< O plump head- waiter of the Cock 1" 

The plump head-waiter is still living and on duty, 
and the junior bar of London assure you that the b^t 
" bitter" in the town is to be had in this most reputa- 
ble hostelry, which bears a diploma from the Poet 
Laureate, — 

"To each his perfect pint of stout/' 

You sit in old-fashioned stalls, as at the Cheshire 
Cheese, — the floors are wooden and uncovered, as at 
all these taverns, — ^your quarters are rather contracted, 
but your company eminently respectable. There is 
some old oak carving over the mantel-piece, and the 
whole interior is said to be unaltered from the time 
of James the First. The Cock is nearly opposite the 
Rainbow, and, like it, imbedded in a conglomerate 
mass of masonry, representing the resistless encroach- 
ments of centuries, and you reach it now only by an 
inconspicuous alley-way. It is now, too, a retreat. / It 
was to the Cock that Pepys was wont to take Mistress 
Knipp and give her little dinners, much to the distress 
of his wife. *' Thence to the Cock Alehouse and drank 
and eat a lobster, and mightily merry ;" it was a Mis- 
tress Pierce this time, and Pepys faithfully relates the 
domestic explanations which were necessary to explain 
these tavern outings, to which he was apparently fonder 
of treating his neighbors' wives than his own. 

The Whyte Harte, where Jack Cade's peasant army 
disbanded, and in whose court-yard Shakespeare's plays 
were probably acted, is still an extant house. It was 
burned down in 1676, but was rebuilt in the old style, 
wooden balconies and all. It was from these interior 
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wooden balconies that the frequenters of the inn watched 
the open-air performance below on the rude flag-stoned 
pavement of the court-yard. It was a rude stage, but 
a common one, in the simple fashion of those days. 

George's Coffee-house, at 213 Fleet Street, was fre- 
quented by Shenstone, '^who found his warmest wel- 
come at an inn." 

The dead centuries take form and flesh and color 
and grow wonderfully near as you sit in one of these 
old hostelries and see the life of London flowing through 
it very much just as it flowed a hundred years ago, — 
the same walls, the same furniture, the same cheer, the 
same order and service, and much the same manner of 
men. 

It is a little difficult for us to understand in our day 
the conspicuous part the tavern played in the lives of 
men whose names now sound so grandly, and whose 
forms, swelling to historic proportions, are so imposing. 
We must bear in mind, however, a number of things. 
Life was certainly somewhat ruder than it is now, and, 
again, the inn of those days was relatively highep than 
it is now. It was certainly much higher than our 
American conception of a country tavern, which, with 
its " bar-room" and noise, has nothing in common with 
the quiet, home-like English inn of to-day, — the inn 
of Shenstone and Coleridge. 

Again, there were no clubs in those days, — none at 
all in our modern sense, and but few of any kind, — ^and 
the tavern was the club of the community. Here men 
of all kinds met and gathered in circles, according to 
their several tastes, — sometimes in the private apart- 
ments, sometimes in the common room. The '^ private 
bar'^ is now, perhaps, a survival of those usages. Dr. 
Johnson and his friends frequently, according to tra- 
dition, sat in the public room, dominating it both by 
their numbei*s and by the power and brilliancy of their 

conversation. A stranger would probably have been a 
X 19 
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little crowded down unless he chanced to have been a 
congenial mind. Here came from evening to evening 
the young barristers from the adjacent Temple and law 
inns, the worthy tradesmen of the neighborhood, who 
lived above their shops and banks (the famous **Childs" 
bank was close to the Mitre), the writers for the 
meagre journals of the day. Perhaps a stranger from 
tlie country counties occasionally dropped in, or per- 
chance an adventurous traveller from Penn's far-off 
Sylvania or Mary Land. The place was the primitive 
*' Saturday Night Club" of a century or more ago, in 
London, and of a rather humble class. 

For these great names, we must remember, were 
not in good society at this tavern stage of their exist- 
ence, Shakespeare was, in early life at least, something 
of a vagabond. Ben Jonson was a bricklayer ; some 
of his work stood very near the Cheshire Cheese. 
Later down, Dr. Johnson was to the last a congenial 
Bohemian. He was the old man of the party, who 
gathered around him young Burke and (Jarrick and 
Goldsmith and other young men, unknown, or who 
had just come up from the country to try their fortunes 
in famous London town. Boswell was, perhaps, the 
nearest to the gentleman of the crowd. The fine gen- 
tlemen of London did not come to these taverns, nor 
did Burke, likely, and many of the others when they 
had made their mark and won fame. Tennyson does 
not now frequent the " Cock." These tavern days that 
have gone into literature, and by which we know them, 
were the days of their youth and poverty and obscurity. 

It is a striking reflection on the eternity and immor- 
tality of the human side of our existence, and of the 
littleness or nothingness of business or fashion or co- 
tem[)orary success, that what lives of these men is the 
hour they gave to rest and the play of human feeling. 
The point at which they dropped their routine toil, 
their daily life of publishers and business and briefs 
and writs and fees and wages, was the point at which 
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they touched fame and the common heart of generations 
and nations yet to come. 

A few hundred years ago the tavern was the club 
and the newspaper of the community. But it was also 
something more. Public opinion not only was formed 
at these houses, but passed into tradition and was per- 
petuated by them. One can read the history of all 
jSngland to-day in the names of its inns. When our 
English ancestors wished to honor a cause or a man 
they wrote their names on a tavern signboard and 
swung it out to posterity. 

Thus, the St. Greorge and the Green Dragon record 
the familiar mythic legends of our earliest history ; the 
White Horse was the victorious standard of the Saxons 
when they invaded England, — the battle-flag of Hen- 
gist and Horsa ; the Angel is a mutilated survival of a 
favorite old sign, the " Salutation of the Angel" to the 
Blessed Virgin, recalling a time when the Ave Maria 
was the evening song of England ; the Saracen's Head 
is a record of the crusades; the Mitre comes down 
from the old days of Church and State, and the Church 
first. Even as late as the last century Boswell, writing 
of the Fleet Street " Mitre/' says Dr. Johnson ap- 
proved the "orthodox High-Church tone of its name.'' 
In the " Cross-Keys," which is still a familiar sign in 
many towns of Pennsylvania, few of us will recognize 
the crossed keys of St. Peter, but that is just what they 
are, — the very same sign that may be seen on the front of 
the great St. Peter's at Rome. The White Swan is the 
device of Edward of Lancaster and the White Hart of 
Richard the Second. The humble Blue Pig is a sur- 
vival of the Blue Boar, the crest of Richard III. The 
Rose is the badge of the Tudors, and the rose and the 
portcullis will be found blazoned alike on cathedral 
and tavern all over England. The Bear is the emblem 
of the Leicesters, the Antelope of the Bohuns, and, 
indeed, the family arms of all England are carved and 
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painted over all the land on its inns, — the rude Herald's 
College of the people. When once one becomes a little 
familiar with these crests, it is always easy to tell in 
what part of the country one is by looking at the village 
inns. This adoption of the family crest as a tavern 
sign is very natural, as these country inns are generally 
kept by retired servants of the great families of the 
place, — ^a fact which, in turn, accounts largely for their 
comfort and excellent service. 

This political nomenclature of the innsjs proof that 
they filled the office of clubs in our communities. 
There were no Union League and Tammany clubs to 
gather up and organize political opinion, but the poli- 
ticians of every faith did have their special taverns, 
where the men of each cause could meet, strengthen 
each other, and propagate their ideas. The old Eng- 
lish feeling had its White Horses, the Church party 
their Cross-Keys and Mitres, the National ists their 
Crowns and King's Heads. 

It is solid evidence of the social advance of our land 
that we have dropped this usage of naming taverns or 
hotels as an expression either of popular esteem or of 
political honor. There are a few Washington and 
Jefferson and Lafayette houses, that have come down 
from the Revolution, and a scattering Jackson tavern, 
but the habit about ended with the rude time and life 
of \vhich Jackson was the last distinguished exponent. 
We have Lincoln Universities now, but no Lincoln 
Hotelb, and there are no Gitmt or Sherman or Stanton 
or Hancock Taverns, although we have just passed the 
throes of a civil war. 

The tavern is no longer a factor in American society. 

LOKPOK. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. ^ 

ENTERING SCJOTLANB. 

The Scotch Blood in the ITnited States — Strong Stamp 
OF THE Scotch Character on our Nation — The Kohan 
Catholic and Presbyterian Clans — Margaret Wilson. 

As you travel northward from the heated and murky 
fogs of London a change comes gradually over the 
scene. The smiling Karvests of grain and corn give 
way to slatternly-looking turnip-fields ; the trains and 
coaches advertise to run on " lawful days f the children 
by the wayside grow barelegged and barefooted ; green 
hills and meadows are replaced by brown and red 
ranges, whose infinite lines, stretching out one beyond 
the other, sweep out against the sky ; the hats of the 
men diminish to rimless cloth caps ; the petticoats of the 
women shorten and thicken ; bright shocks of flaming 
red and fair blond yellow hair vary the rather neutral 
sameness of the English head ; the naked knees of the 
men emerge; whisky redolent of peat becomes the 
regular station refreshment, taken with a serious and 
solemn air ; old ladies appear in the cars reading " The 
Christian Herald," and seeming to find great satisfac- 
tion therein ; the faces at each passing railway station 
become more and more reflective, lined, and joyless ; 
red heather, black-footed Cheviot sheep, tartan plaids 
and half-military kilts greet your eye for the first time 
on their native heath : you are in Scotland. 

I have made a pretty thorough tour of this country, 
which has done so much for our land, and which is it- 
self so crowded with incident in the history of freedom. 
Starting from Edinboro', I have travelled by the great 

228 
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Highland Railway — the backbone of Scotland — ^to Inver- 
ness, the capital of the Highland region ; thence down- 
ward by the scenic Caledonian chain of lakes, — the 
Rhine of Scotland ; thence from Oban out to lona and 
through the Hebrides and back ; thence across-country 
by stage and rail to Aberdeen ; thence back again by a 
lower route to Stirling ; and then by the classic Lochs 
Lomond and Katrine into Glasgow, and from there 
again into Argyllshire. 

It is interesting and instructive to see how thoroughly 
the Scotch mind has stamped itself on our country, on 
our manners, speech, and habit of thought. Although 
the pure Scotch migration to the United States has been 
comparatively small as weighed, for instance, against 
the Grerman or Irish, it has impressed its force more 
definitely and lastingly than either. It almost seems to 
be the substratum of our national character. 

In Scotland one meets all the time customs, usages, 
tones, inflections of speech, incidents, and little things 
of all kinds which recall the interior country life of our 
own land, and show how thoroughly we have been 
cradled in these hills. It is from these cold, bracing 
mountains that we get, first and last, and best of all, 
that unquestionable love of liberty and sense of personal 
independence which has made us what we are, — which 
may be uncomfortable or unpleasant in some of its man- 
ifestations and inimical to vast undertakings, but which 
is the salt of true political and social advancement, 
Scotland is a land of small undertakings, of small bus- 
inesses, and of small fortunes, because the Scotchman is 
not a ready tool or executive instrument for the uses 
of others ; but then he is free, — the head of his own little 
home, the master of his own movements. 

While we have secured this strong bone and sinew 
of the Scotchman as the framework of our new national 
life, we have clothed it with a much more generous 
body. We are essentially eclectic and able to take and 
assimilate the best of all other nations, peoples, and 
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races. Now, the Scot is a Celt, and the Celtic blood by 
itself has never attained very great things. It is, how- 
ever, the very l)est flux to mix with other bloods. Even 
crossed with itself it improves. The Scotch-Irishman is 
a much stronger man and race than either the Scotch or 
the Irish by itself. It is through this fortunate blend- 
ing that it affects particularly our national character. 

The old distinctive characteristics linger longest in the 
individual. My own blood in one line comes directly 
from Argyllshire, and I was interested, of course, in 
studying the characteristics of this especial people, 
whom I do not think the lapse of the one hundred and 
eighty years since I left them have much changed. 
Manners, of course, have softened, ideas have broadened 
and liberalized, but the old essential fibre and charac- 
teristics are there yet. It is said of this people that 
" they never forget a benefit or forgive a wrong," and 
this rule of blood, whatever may be thought of it as a 
rule of morals, is admirably adapted to perpetuate race 
instincts and individuality. 

And this is certainly so here. The friendships and 
hatreds, the loyalties and enmities, of hundreds of years 
ago are all extant forces yet and part of the common 
life of the people. Often the remembrance is but senti- 
mental, as in the feeling for the Stuarts, but it is there 
still in that form. The Scotch of this day sing and 
play the old Jacobite songs with a spirit and feeling 
and power of emotion that in Celtic Paris would surely 
evoke a revolution. 

Families, although they do not murder each other 
any more, retain the old traditions of feuds in piam 
inemoriam, and the old political divisions are still per- 
petuated in a variance of faith and Church allegiance. 
The old loyalist Scottish clans are Roman Catholic yet, 
— staunch and devoted and true. The Protestant ascen- 
dency in Church and State has not swerved them, and 
in many parts of Western Scotland you still find small 
districts — rthe. clan territories of. the old-Stuart lieges^-- 
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which are thoroughly Soman Catholic, high and low, 
poor and rich, for they are all of one family, — ^the chief 
and his followers. 

These little sections seem quite an anachronism in 
stern Presbyterian Scotland, but they serve to show the 
undying tenacity with which the Scotch blood follows 
a friend or fights a foe. 

On a little steamer on one of the Highland lakes I 
fell in with a young Roman Catholic priest, — a gentle- 
man of education and of gentle birth, — an Englisliman, 
but on duty in the snows of Scotland. 

I told him that " I thought he looked rather cold up 
here, and was afraid he was sowing seed on pretty rocky 
soil." • ^ 

He replied, laughing, " that faith would remove even 
Scotch mountains." 

Another priest, of more years and with his enthusiasm 
tempered by larger experience, summed up the situation 
more practically with the candid statement that " it takes 
more money to convert a Scotchman than he is worth." 

When we got to the end of our journey the young 
priest showea me, with a good deal of pride, quite a 
noble pile of buildings which were going up as a mon- 
astery and school, and to which he was attached as one 
of the brothers. I did not think it right to dampen his 
religious ardor and hope, even if I had had the heart to 
do so, but I am very sure that he will not get a Scotch 
boy in his school save from the old Royalist clans, who 
are already Catholic, and would remain so without 
schools or care. As he was an English gentleman, 
however, his own faith was probably a matter of descent 
and family pride, — I mean in the good sense of that 
word. 

It is very curious, indeed, to observe how all along 
here a man's religion, or his Church relations rather, 
follow as an obligation to certain family traditions or to 
a family's position. Even the "head of a great house 
does not presume to lead it or dictate to it in this mat> 
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ter. He simply accepts the situation to which he has 
been born, respects the collective sense of his tribe or 
clan, and puts himself at the head of it. Said a very 
large Scottish landowner of high rank to me one day 
walking over his estates : " Two-thirds of my tenants 
go to the kirk, and I think, therefore, I ouglit to go, 
too. Don't you think so f I unqualifiedly said " Yes." 

This gentleman's taste, in all probability, would have 
led him to prefer personally the highly-finished and 
artistic service of the Established Church of England, 
but duty, as the head of an old historical family, led 
him every Sunday to the bare walls of the little village 
kirk. Now the country kirk of Scotland is something 
" bluer" than the old-fiashioned Seceder congregations 
of Pennsylvania in early days, — harder benches, 
longer psalms, just as disjointed tunes, longer prayers, 
longer Scripture readings and more of them, and a ser- 
mon utterly unrestrained by any sense of time. 

For the same reason, many of the Scotch nobility are 
Liberals in politics because their family and clan have 
been Whigs in past times. 

Scotland, politically, belongs to the " Liberal" party, 
lords and people naturally inclining that way by reason 
of their blood and history. It flows naturally from 
their almost fierce sense of independence, which shows 
itself everywhere. 

I have often talked with very humble members of 
the " Free Kirk of Scotland," the people's Church. 

" Is not the difference between you and the Estab- 
lished Church only one of church government ?" 

'' No ; it is something a great deal deeper than o 
question of government when the queen or the govern- 
ment can send down a minister to us against our will." 

*^ Would such a thing ever be done? Has it ever 
been done?" 

*^ I don't know. It is enough that it can be done. 
We will never allow such an authority. It is not 
right." 
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And the feeling with which such words were always 
uttered showed that it was a real matter of principle 
and belief, for wliich the Scotch peasant or croftsman 
of to-day would sacrifice comfort and advancement, or 
fight, or, if needs be, die, just as he has done again and 
again for generations. 

The memory of these humble martyrs or affiants for 
the truth is cherished everywhere in Scotland in 
memorials often touching in their rudeness. Janet 
Geddes, who drove the Established Church of England 
out of Scotland with a three-legged stool, is remembered 
widi a good deal of warmth in the popular heart. In 
this town of Stirling, the central feature of the fine 
park cemetery which lies grandly on a castellated hill, 
is a monument to Margaret Wilson, whose story is a 
household legend in Presbyterian America, and whose 
death is one of the most wonderful of martyrdoms. 
This young girl in her teens, tied to a stake in the 
Sol way tide, died bravely and calmly rather than 
acknowledge the Episcopal supremacy as a governing 
power in the Church. She surely did not understand 
the full scope and grasp of the question,— could not 
by reason of her years and want of education. She 
only knew that the Stuarts were forcing it on Scotland, 
that it was a threat to the liberty of her country and a 
danger to freedom, and she willingly gave her testimony 
against it, even unto death. 

The monument which commemorates this grand fact 
and this great national characteristic is, I regret to say, 
in the very worst of taste. Some marble figures are 
inclosed in a glass case on a stone pedestal. The color- 
less glas-8 is bordered with strips of the same material 
in deep blue and light green, while the whole body of 
the monument is plastered over with texts and multi- 
tudinous Scripture references too bulky for any particu- 
lar appositeness. This when the whole Bible and all 
history is ringing with single grand words' that fit tlie 
occasion! 
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The main inscription begins with a gush about " the 
virgin martyr of the ocean wave," and ends with the 
information that she chose to die " rather than own to 
Erastiaii usurpation." This heroic grave is one of the 
worst instances of the "Scotch want of taste and uncouth 
tendency to obtrude theological technicalities every- 
where. 

While I was looking at this tomb three young Scotch 
soldiers with kilts were slowly working out the cumber- 
some inscription, and one, familiar with the story, was 
trying to tell it to his comrades, apparently recruits. 
He naturally found some difficulty in this, as *^ Eras- 
tianism" was not a garrison word. He struggled 
bravely with the trouble, however, and summed up 
the whole matter by asserting that she was right any- 
how, and died because she was. And with a hearty 
oath the two new boys confirmed the statement — " Yes, 

and , she was." And the story and its 

lesson went rudely down to another generaticm. 

I noticed the entire evening I spent in this old 
graveyard that this grave w s surrounded by humble, 
plain people, reading its barlr.rous inscription sorrow- 
fully, and honoring in respectful silence the martyr. 
Being Scotch, they could not lay a flower on the tomb 
or kneel in prayer at the grave, as French women or 
men or Italians would have done at the shrine of their 
saint; but they were taking it all in, nevertheless. 
Margaret Wilson died in 1685. Her grave and her 
memory are as green as if the relentless waters had 
gone over her young body only yesterday. They are 
the facts of Stirling remembered in the. common heart 
before all the deeds of the hundred chieftains who have 
fought around this citadel and made it the central point 
of Scottish history. Her grave lies in sight of twelve 
battle-fields of Scotland, but she is the greatest warrior 
of all. 

We owe much to Scotland, but this legacy of per- 
sonal independence and determination, this unwilling- 

20 
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ness ever to yield, ever to submit to a wrong, ever to 
compromise, is her best and greatest gift. 
Stirling, Scotland. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

SCOTTISH NOTES. 

The Lower Side of Scotch Life — Scotch Whiskey and its 
Reign — The Hardness of Scotch Poverty — Higher 
Scotland— Scotch Thrift — Scotch Nkwspapers — Scotch 
Hotels — Rural Scotland going Forward — The Theo- 
logical Scot. 

Let me throw together some observations on certain 
phases of Scotch life and some Scotch institutions as 
seen in a pretty extended tour of six weeks over all the 
kingdom. It is a land of sharp contrasts and salient 
features, the old and the new existing yet side by side, 
sometimes fusing but sometimes standing apart. 

I had heard much of the bad condition of the lowest 
classes in Scotland, but was hardly prepared for the 
appalling truth as exhibited in the streets of their 
larger towns. There is a misery and degradation here 
which is perhaps unequalled in any civilized land. 
There is a dirtiness that I think surpasses the filth of 
Italy, and it is unrelieved by bright eyes and smiling 
faces and beautiful forms and graceful movement. 
Scotch poverty is simple, sullen, vicious-looking degra- 
dation. Instead of song and music and pleasing lying, 
the Scotch lazzaroni are given over to the beastly vices 
of drunkenness and prostitution, which are fearfully 
prevalent and whose results are clearly visible on the 
lower streets of every town of any size in Scotland. 
Begging, too, is prevalent, and the squalid mendicant, 
with brutal slouch and rum-burnt visage, stoutly curses 
and swears at you when you refuse him; 
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So d^raded and unclean are the herds who swarm 
"^en good streets that in Glasgow, for instance, after 
«aight, I have left the pavement and taken the middle 
or the street rather than run the risk of being brushed 
igainst by beings reeking with the marks and odors of 
disease, filth, and uncleanness. 

But the saddest feature of Scotch degradation is the 
way it seems to harden the individual and drive out 
everything that is softening or gentle or relieving in 
human nature. The faces of tlie poor are pinched, 
meagre, calculating ; their voices hardened and harsh ; 
their tones angry and impatient ; their eyes sullen and 
vicious. Everything of light and hope is gone even 
from the little children ; all is ungracious and unlovely. 
Tlie little things start life with this dreadful heritage. 
Some days since, on the outskirts of Stirling, being in 
some doubt at the forks of a road, I asked my way of 
a little girl who, with bare legs, uncombed hair, ill clad, 
and no bonnet, was swinging alone on the fence, and 
gave her a few pennies. The child seemed confused at 
being kindly spoken to, and I fear the gift was an en- 
tirely new revelation. After recovering from the sur- 
prise the little thing, with a look of wonder still on her 
face, and extremely grateful, began to explain the way, 
offering to go along, and very anxious to do something 
in return. It was painful to see her evident attempt to 
speak in pleasant, gentle tones and the inexorable fail- 
ure. Her voice was already hard and set, and against 
her will and to her deep mortification and distress the 
words would only come out in the old harsh, ungracious, 
ugly tones, — ^the only sounds she knew. 

Again, this morning in Glasgow, in one of the low 
streets leading to the great cathedral, which now stands 
in a dismal and dirty quarter of the town, I heard a 
squalid, degraded woman, who was carrying a wretched, 
meagre babe in her arms, both half naked, address it 
thus : " Shet up your cryin', will you ? I'll choke you 
ded and brek your hed against the wall. Whust now T' 
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The woman was not drunk. It was her own child, and 
the words, although spoken in a rude and rigid tone, 
were not unkindly meant. They were, in fact, a 
Glasgow 1 illaby, the " sounds from home" of this 
quarter. 

Much of this utter lowness and degradation of Scotch 
poverty comes from the frightful habits of drinking 
which prevail among the poorer classes of men and 
women, but this will not account for it all, for the 
drinking itself is, in part, only a result of the degrada- 
tion. The Scotch people are making an earnest and 
desperate fight against intemperance all over Scotland, 
and well they may, for a more shocking exhibition of 
national drunkenness, I suppose, is not to be seen the 
world over than that which protrudes itself everywhere 
on the traveller in this land. You see drunken men 
reeling in the streets, and, women, too, in broad day- 
light, and often quite early in the morning. And it is 
not confined to what might be called the lowest classes. 
I frequently see venerable-looking old men with white 
hair, and whose countenances indicate that they have 
led fairly intelligent and industrious lives, staggering 
blindly, or, as is more often the case, attempting to 
hold a drunken argument with any passer-by they can 
fasten. To-day I saw in this town of Glasgow a very 
respectable-looking young woman of about thirty, very 
neatly and quite well dressed, apparently the wife of a 
well-to-do mechanic, reeling for half a square in mid- 
day through a crowded street. Old women, gray-haired 
and bent, their faces bloated and burnt flaming red with 
years of drink, meet you everywhere, and are to an 
American stranger the marked and most repulsive 
feature of the begging class. 

It is needless to say that drinking-shops and small 
retail shops of liquor " not to be drunk on the premises," 
abound in all the streets. Their number is something 
ghastly ; they are low, dirty, dingy, and squalid, and 
in front of them hang around all day squads of vicious, 
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criminal-looking young men with that villainous slouch 
and sullen gait so well Jknown in the police and quarter 
sessions courts. 

The drunkenness of Scotland, like its poverty, is 
something hideous, unrelieved by a single softening 
feature, even in the way of glamour. There is no 
attempt to mask it or excuse it or commend it The 
gin-shops are not palaces of gas and light, as in pther 
lands, to allure and tempt. They are foul dens, which, 
in most countries, would repel and disgust, but here 
they are sought. The Scotch drunkard evidently drinks 
to be drunk, shamelessly, from the lowest and- most 
brutish of purposes ; and it is this which makes his 
<jase so hopeless, and so warmly enlists one's sympathies 
for the men and women who are fighting the Up-hill 
battle for the redemption of their land &om its greatest 
curse. 

Th^ cause or causes of the wretched and debased 
condition of the poorest classes of Scotland is an inter- 
esting and very difiScult social problem, covering a vast 
range of inquiry, into which there is not time to go in a 
letter, or perhaps even in a single book. I aim here 
only to present the &ct&, not to account for them. In- 
dependent of its interest as a study in social science, 
this question has a deeper importance for us Americans, 
as there is a strong family likeness between our two 
civilizations, or conditions of society. Scotland, as we 
are, is a land of churches and Bibles ; a land of schools 
and newspapers and common education ; a land of read- 
ing and a general diffusion of average and commonplace 
information (even the drunken Scotchman is argumen- 
tative and ludicrously hortatory); a land "Liberal" in 
its politics, and the Liberal party here stands to the 
Tory as the Republican does to the Democratic in our 
country, the party of advanced ideas and progress; 
yet, in one of the first and fundamental trusts of the 
Church and of the State — ^the care of the poor — it has 
made a complete and terrible failure. I believe, delib- 
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erately, that it is far better to-day, better for soul and 
Ixxiy, to be an Italian peasant, ignorant, in rags, 
trodden under in politics, image worshipping, and 
lying, if you will, but happy, full oS the human 
emotions, with grace of body and movement, able to 
sing and to speak kindly and lovingly, with the power 
to enjoy the beautiful in nature and art, than to endure 
the brutal degradation of Scotch i)overty as seen in her 
cities, — a degradation which breeds coarse and debasing 
vices, crushes the light out of the eyes of its victim, 
self-respect from his face, and hope from his soul; 
which not only leaves him nothing to enjoy, but takes 
away even the power of enjoyment; which robs even 
childhoml of its birthright of love and careless pleasure. 

But let us turn to something more pleasant. 

Rural Scotland presents a pleasant contrast to the 
towns and cities. If there is suffering there at least it 
is not concentrated. Drink and its attendant evils there 
are. Country Scotland, with its new granite farm- 
houses, looks solid, comfortable, and prosperous. In- 
deed, large portions of it look like a new country, so 
thoroughly has rebuilding or new building been going 
on within the present generation. The old thatched 
mud cottage, rudely built and very humble in appear- 
*ince, is giving way to neat new small buildings of solid 
masonry, the gray granite looking not merely thrifty, 
but quite substantial. In many places you see the old 
quarters still standing, abandonecl, perhaps, or used as 
temporary shelter for cattle or animals, and the cluster 
of new buildings, trim and comfortable, rising from 
some better located site on the farm. This is the Scot- 
land that is going forward. 

There is a curious, raw-boned, theological cast to the 
Scotch popular mind which crops out everywhere, and 
the disposition to obtrude theological technicalities into 
common life is very marked, and sometimes pro- 
duces odd effects. I have mentioned how the dramatic 
martyrdom of Margaret Wilson is blanketed on her 
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tomb as the death of one " who would not own to Ei'as- 
tianism." On the gravestones in the cemeteries, instead 
of a salient clause or effective word from Scripture, 
are copious references to passages simply by chapter and 
verse, thus : Deut., c. xxxv., v., vi., or Ist Kings, c. 
xxiii., v., xviii. Often a stone is fairly covered over 
with these references, in part to verses and sometimes 
to whole chapters at once. A favorite mortuary in- 
scription is a very positive " Covenant" reference im- 
plying indirectly that this stone evidences a^ompleted 
contract, and sometimes with a kind of baldness that 
rather jars on one's sense of delicacy, to say nothing 
of reverence. To get the proper effect of an average 
Scotch cemetery one must go through it Bible in hand, 
and then it would be several days' good work. Again, 
in a country Scotch church, when the minister announces 
his text, reads it, and alleges that it comes^ from a' cer- 
tain chapter and verse, the whole congregation picks 
up its Bibles and refers to the place to verify their pas- 
tor's word or satisfy themselves individually on some 
other point. 

In the bookstores and stalls there is a distinctly theo- 
logical coloring to the volumes and prints exposed for 
sale. In Edinburgh, for instance, they do not seem to 
have gotten over the Reformation yet, and are still 
fighting it out with polemic treatises and newspaper 
articles. I have noticed also one or two popular peri- 
odicals which announce a weekly " prophetic article as 
among their attractions. In Glasgow I passed a poor 
blind beggar, who stood by the wayside begging in a 
rather common and crowded street, and to attract atten- 
tion was lal)oriously reading word by word by touch 
out of a Bible printed in raised letters. He was tugging 
away in the dust and dirt at a chapter from the Epistle 
to the Hebrews by way of catching the popular ear. 

There is one institution in Glasgow worthy of note, — 
the Great Western Cooking Depot. This famed phil- 
anthropic institution is something like the excellent 
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Philadelphia model coflFee-houses, — ite object is to supply 
cheap food, well cooked, for the poorer classes. It does 
supply a gXMxl plain breakfast, substantial enough for a 
hungry workingman, at a cost of six cents of our money, 
and a dinner, soup, meat, potatoes, and pudding, for 
nine cents. Now, Glasgow is a city which imports food 
from us, grain, pork, canned meats, live cattle, dead 
cattle, dead sheep, tallow, lard, butter, and cheese, and 
many other articles. If Glasgow, importing from us, 
can feed MK>rkmen at fifteen cents a day, what ought we 
not to do ? 

Indeed, in every way the prices of common things 
seem to be very cheap in Glasgow, and from a super- 
ficial look at the streets, I should say tliat the workman 
making a dollar a day here was as well off as one' 
making say one dollar and forty cents a day in Phila- 
delphia. I cannot speak as to rents, and base my 
estimates only on food and clothing. 

The Scotch newspapers resemble the American nearer 
than do those of any other country. In the Scotch 
towns the multiplicity of papers and of readers is quite 
marked in contrast with England. You see it the mo- 
ment you cross the line. Towns like Glasgow and 
Edinburgh, and even much smaller places, all have 
their crop of dailies, morning and afternoon. 

On the other hand, these papers tend continually 
to average and commonplace level, and do not have 
the weight or influence of the English. They are 
"snappy" and smart rather than thoughtful and 
strong, of the terrier rather than the bull-dog style. 

The reason for this similarity of the Scotch and 
American paper is a similarity of social structure. 
There is in Scotland the same vast mass of crude half- 
education diffused through all the community as with us. 

I am not speaking in condemnation of the Scotch 
papers. They answer a very useful and respectable 
purpose. They supply the kind of food that is wanted 
for a large lower- and middle-class population of super- 
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ficial intelligence which is nifmerous in Scotland. In 
England there is no such class, the lower strata of so- 
ciety being very ignorant, and not readers of anything. 
The papers of England, therefore, appeal solely to the 
upper and governing class, which is a class of educa- 
tion, the class of the universities, of prestige of birth, 
of wide experience of men and travel. They are writ- 
ten by that class for their own class. The Scotch 
papers necessarily, with some few prominent excep- 
tions, are not. 

Scotland shares with us the fortune or misfortune of 
leading in the drift of modern civilization, which in its 
present stage is a movement towards the apotheosis of the 
average and commonplace. Good men of both parties, 
the Liberal and Conservative, tell me that there is a 
growing tendency the same way in politics, — i.e., to the 
evolution of commonplace men, the men who make an 
impression on the crude and half-educated mind. 

The Scotch hotels of the better kind — the large and 
newly-built houses — are more like the American ones 
than any I have found anywhere in Britain or on the 
Continent. They have our spacious public provision 
for comfort nowhere found on the same scale in Euro- 
pean hostelries, generous wash- and retiring-rooms, 
billiard-rooms, writing-rooms, reading-rooms, public 
parlors. While they thus approach the virtues of our 
system, they also share its vices, — defective service, 
hurry, and a mechanical routine. 

It is worthy of remark that Scotland, from which 
we took so much one or two centuries ago, is now taking 
back from us the new institutions which we have devel- 
oped under our new condition. 

I close with a Scottish note of to-day, which illus- 
trates how thoroughly the old Scottish spirit of integ- 
rity, the spirit which willingly sacrifices itself for right, 
the spirit which utterly refuses compromise or half-way 
settlement with wrong, is alive and burning in Scotland 
to-day. It is one of the principles of the United Pres- 
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byterian Church not to 'accept money for sacred uses 
from unclean hands. They decline to take for God, 
and afi His agent or minister, money that, as far as 
they can see, has not been honestly made. 

When the great Glasgow Bank failure took place 
here some of the directors were members of the United 
Presbyterian congregations of the city, and one or more 
of them were large givers, — almost the support, I am 
told, of their particular churches. When, by the judg- 
ment of the civil courts, these directors were declared 
to have been guilty of systematic fraud for some years 
back, their liberal donations were all returned to them, 
although it more than crippled the congregations who 
did it. 

This fact was told me not by any of themselves, but 
by a learned clergyman of the Established Church of 
Scotland, who bore honorable testimony to their devo- 
tion to principle, and their own profession. 

Glasgow, Scotland. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

TOWARDS THE HEBRIDES. * 

The Highlands and the West Coast of Scotland — Home 
. OF THE Clan Cameron — Presbyterian Scotland of To- 
day — A Sabbath Eve in Aroyleshire — A Kirk Fair — 
The Apples of Oban — At a Scotch Kirk — The Trooper 
Claverhouse in Silk Attire. 

I STARTED for " lona's holy fane" from Inverness, 
intending to give a summer's month to the bracing 
storms and sheeted vapors of the Hebrides, seeking 
health and youth in the shadowy land of Ossianic tra- 
dition, that land whose song and legend are born in 
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one with Highland blood, and which the descendant 
of Celtic ancestry visits, not as a strange country, but 
as one going back into the mists and vague eternity 
of childhood. It is wonderful how human existence, 
through these nebulous vapors and the cloudy sweep 
of storm and wind and spray, seems to almost tone and 
merge itself into the infinite life of the universe. Clouds 
here encircle the form of our fathers, their voices ride 
on the winds, and the whole spirit and imagery of Os- 
sian is as real as the rocks and the waves. 

Inverness is a central part of departure on the north-^ 
east coast of Scotland, although almost in the centre 
of" the northern counties, the great Moray Firth here 
breaking into the shore for a hundred miles or more. 
It is a kind of base of supplies for the tourist under- 
taking a campaign against Hebridian fogs and tempests, 
— ^a place where you can buy stout hunters' shoes and 
sailors' headgear and waterproof and wondrous Scotch 
tweeds with yawning flaps and capotes. 

From this point the best road to the west coast lies 
through the Caledonian canal or water-way, cutting 
right through the Highlands, and which is formed by 
connecting several long, narrow lakes by short canals. 
It is something like the old military water-line in pro- 
vincial times of our own country, formed by Lake 
Greorge and Lake Cham plain. This route is known as 
the Rhine of Scotland, and is always thronged with 
summer travel. It is wild and beautiful, every hill 
replete with legend and incident, and to a Scotch- 
American every town and name recalling home associ- 
ations. 

Along here is the home of the Camerons, who are 
pretty thick in their own section, — a thin-faced, active, 
aggressive race, lords and liegemen, with a common 
type of feature, like that of the distinguished Pennsyl- 
vanian family. I also found the Buchanan family face 
a very marked type throu^^h Scotland. You see on this 
route a modest stone shaft, known as the Royal Charlie. 
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It is a granite pillar which marks the exact spot where, 
in 1745, the Clan Cameron, seven hundred strong, 
raised the standard of Prince Charles Edward, — ^an act 
which was more plucky than long-headed, as seen in 
our light, but which might have been a fair political 
risk one hundred and fifty years ago. Here, also, they 
show you the dramatic wreck of the house of Lochiel, 
— the very spot on which the last of the name know- 
ingly accepted death and ruin and the extinction of his 
family name to save his honor and make good his 
pledged word by a desperate and hopeless conflict. 

Of a weather-beaten, kilted Highlander, who stood 
near me at the time, I asked, — 

" Have you many Camerons about here now V^ 

" Yes ; a good many.'' 

" Do they go much into politics over here ?" 

" Well,'' laughing, " we think a good deal of them 
in this part, and one of them is our member of Parlia- 
ment just now." 

" What's his name ?" 

" Donald." 

In London I looked over the Parliamentary roll, and 
sure enough the member for Inverness is Donald Cam- 
eron. This Donald Cameron is a Conservative, while 
the general political drift of Scotland is strongly Liberal. 
But the individual Scotchman, as I have before said, 
never forgets a friend or a foe, and the Clan Cameron 
of 1879 is staunch to the tradition of 1745. 

You end the Caledonia Canal route at Oban, " the 
Charing-Cross of the Highlands," where you make 
ready to take the seas. It is a remote Scottish village, 
situated beautifully on a bay, the inland extremity of 
which its streets encircle very prettily. I got here on 
Saturday and remained over Sunday, engaging passage 
in a coasting vessel for Monday to lona. I was anxious 
to have an interior view of modern Scotch village-life, 
and very glad of the opportunity to see it here in its 



TOWARDS THE HEBRIDES. 241 

simplicity, away from the influences of any "great 
house/' 

We have a conventional idea in many parts of our 
country that in Scotland the Sabbath begins on Satur- 
day evening at sunset ; that the aged cotter at that time 
gets out a ponderous family Bible, collects^ cleanly-clad, 
serious family around him in a picturesque tableau, and 
begins the devotions, which continue, with slight 
changes, for twenty-four hours. I had long since given 
up the " cleanly-clad" touch of this picture, but I held 
on to the main design. 

I dined in Oban at six o'clock, and went out on to 
the streets of the little village at about eight. It was 
wet and drizzling, of course, but the children of He- 
bridian mists pay not the least attention to such light dis- 
comforts as rain and mud and darkness. Through the 
leaden, va])ory sheets of mist and the obscured clouds I 
could see the faint lights all around the circular line of 
the street and hear coming otit of the dense fogs the 
sounds of lively music at different points. Pushing out 
along the water front, all the shops were open, the win- 
dows lighted, the streets full of young men and women. 
Bagpipes were going in one place, atid farther off a horn 
and violin band were playing "Over the River to 
Charlie'' with vim and spirit enough to have started a 
French barricade. Some young couples strolled with 
locked hands rather aimlessly from one centre of sound 
to another, steering expertly between the squads of more 
or less drunken men. Generally the town was en fHe^ 
although after the heavy northern fashion. Barring the 
drunkenness, with the fishermen and the sailors and the 
shepherds and the girls and the music and dreamy 
lights on the sea, you might have fancied yourself in 
Italy had there only been a little moonlight and a few 
Madonnas. 

At the far end of the village stood a rude, frame 
school-house, decked with limp, wet flags, illuminated 
through the chinks and cracks of the planks, and from 
L 9 21 
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which the music of fiddles rang merrily Scotch reels and 
the stirring old rebel Jacobite airs. To all appearances 
things had gone so far that the Covenanter youths of 
Scotland were having a Saturday-evening dance just like 
the simple peasantry of Bretagne. It was not quite so 
bad, however. Entering, there was no dancing or pro- 
vision for it. It was only a kirk-fair. The village 
kirk -house was in need of repairs. The repairs were 
being made, and the maids and matrons of the kirk 
were raising or helping to raise l;he funds. 

The scene within was quite animated, and had the 
ordinary features of a country church-fair in our land. 
The girls, being Scotch, were pretty and lithe and bright; 
the articles of sale as utterly impracticable and valueless 
as if they had been exposed on aristocratic tables in a 
city charitable bazaar. There were some matters of 
detail a little different from our customs. The refresh- 
ment-table, for instance, had a generous supply of wines 
and certain gurgling-necked bottles, which, from their 
familiar national character, I presumed to contain 
whiskey. It would be unfair, however, to look on this 
incident as we would on whiskey sold at an American 
fair or bazaar. Its use is the general habit and custom 
of the country, and there was no unseemly drinking or 
noise in the hall. Had you gone into the private house 
of the clergyman of the kirk whiskey would probably 
have been offered you as a common mark of hospitality, 
and I observe that Americans, when in Scotland, however 
they may moralize at home on the evil consequences, 
generally take the whiskey. It is an incident of the 
Ossianic mists, and has been so from the times of the 
V^i kings. 

The prominent and popular feature of the kirk-fair, 
however, was the lottery. Everything was offered in 
chances and shares, and raffling was evidently the most 
successful "ways and means" of the enterprise. My 
companion and myself, assailed on every side, earnestly 
remonstrated with these enthusiastic young Covenanters, 
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representing that we had been raised as Presbyterians, 
and could not conscientiously indulge in such practices, 
even they bring the fair temptation ; further, that in 
the far-off provinces from which we came aH lotteries 
were criminal offences; that we could not break the 
laws of. our own country, even in a foreign land, and 
especially so near to the Sabbath-day. But the young 
women, as usual, were not amenable to reason. There 
were half a dozen young male Americans of Puritan 
training and descent at this village fair that evening, 
and I fear they all ate of the apples of Oban. 

Next morning, however, Scotland was herself again, 
and the Sabbath morning broke upon an Oban as stiff 
and silent and decorous as if there never had been a 
violin or a kirk lottery or a Saturday evening fete 
within its precincts. 

I went to the Established Kirk, where the old faith 
and the old worship hold the fort, strong and safe. It 
was in the main a very familiar scene. The faces were 
just the same as you would see to-day in. any country 
Presbyterian congregation in the Cumberland Valley. 
You could pick them all out, elders and deacons, and 
the men that expected in time to be, — the stern, rigid 
faces that accepted nothing on trust, and weighed every 
sentence of their preacher in the balances. The sandy 
features were perhaps in the predominance, but there 
was a strong infusion of the old " black Celt.'' Even 
here the old race characteristics assert their individuality 
and refuse, closed up together for. centuries, to blend or 
mingle. Everything was intensely Scotch in look and 
sound and custom. A McDougall was the chief man 
of the congregation, the head of the clan on the bay ; 
an unregenerate young Campbell, who kicked lustily, 
was forcibly baptized during the services. I sat in the 
pew of Duncan McGregor. The " local color" was all 
an artist could pray for. 

The services of the morning did not differ materially 
fronj those of an ordinary Presbyterian or Congrega- 
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tional congregation in our land, save in the quantity. 
I give the order: singing of a hymn, prayer, reading 
from the Old Testament, singing of a hymn, reading 
from the New Testament, singing of a paraphrase, the 
sermon, prayer, singing of a hymn, baptism, singing, 
benediction, — twelve separate exercises. The baptismal 
services, which was an interpolation in the order of the 
day, possibly added something. 

There were some differences in the service and scene 
between the old Presbjrterian usages of our land worth 
noting. The church building was in cruciform shape, 
and the saints and angels looked down on you from 
rich stained-glass windows. The hymnal was a modern 
collection of two hundred good hymns, many of them 
those in use in our congregational bodies. The Two 
Hundredth, however, was the ordinary English 'version 
of the Te JDeum Laudamus, closing before the Kyrie 
Eleison clauses. The Apostles' Creed and the Lord's 
Prayer were introduced in the extempore prayers, and 
the Creed again in the baptismal service. The choir 
sat in the apse. 

The preacher was a young man, with red hair parted 
in the middle, whiskers, and a moustache. He wore 
the black gown and bands and a purple university 
hood. He preached a vigorous and able sermon. Old 
Testament throughout in tone and imagery and train 
of thought. His delivery was demonstrative and sten- 
torian, markedly in contrast with the quieter and more 
scholarly tone of the 5Jig1i'*5h pulpit. It was, however, 
well suited to the place and the audience, to whom, I 
think, his effort — scholarly and thoughtful in its way 
— was very acceptable. He fired a shot at the pope, 
of course. 

I think there are many just such congregations in 
Pennsylvania to-day, and all through the country, even 
out in Alamosa, where, three years ago, I saw the 
atoms of organization arranging themselves, — just such 
bodies of people listening to just the same doctrines 



TOWARDS THE HEBRIDES. 246 

enforced by just the same argument. The preacher 
here was, as his hood betokened, a university man, 
and his sermon gave evidence of greater scholarship 
and force of trained thought than the average Ameri- 
can pulpit effort. The stained-glass windows and the 
definite ecclesiastical architecture showed a broader 
sense of power and a larger freedom of culture than 
holds in many of our villages, but they have come in 
the cities and will spread down. 

Time was when the saint in the window and the 
cross of nave and transept was a political emblem, 
much more than anything else, and the sturdy Presby- 
terians of Scotland were perfectly right and logical in 
tearing them down. We are reaping the fruits in our 
civil fteedom and religious liberty now. But the time 
is past when such things are to be feared, and there is 
no reason now why all the beauties of art and estab- 
lished sesthetic principles should not adorn the templfes 
of any faith in our land or England. 

These changes in the aesthetic development of the 
form and plan of worship have not weakened the vigor 
or power of the faith. The old soul was there in the 
kirk of Oban just as resolute and true, and a good deal 
broader, and, consequently, stronger than a hundred 
years ago. 

It was very interesting to me to trace these simili- 
tudes or divergencies between the Presbyterian ism of 
the old land and of our own. They mark and record 
the mental and historical development of the two 
[)eoples. There are Presbyterian corners of our land 
that are to-day perhaps more Scotch than Scotland. 
We brought over the Scotland of 1700, and hold it 
there unchanged still, while the General Kirk of Scot- 
land, changing with history and life of a people, has 
gon6 on to something different. On the other hand, 
there are spots in Scotland which have never changed 
for, a hundred years, and will not for a hundred years 
to come. The general religious life of both •ountries 
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is, however, I think, under somewhat differei.t condi- 
tions, moving forward much alike, and with very equal 
step. The Presbyterian ism of our country and of 
Scotland to-day is much alike, although it is very 
diiferent from what it was either here or there a gen- 
eration ago. But the race holds together in its march. 
I may mention here a little incident of interest in 
this connection which I- came across during the summer 
at another point in Scotland. In the drawing-room of 
the Earl of Strath more at Glamis Castle there hangs 
with the family portraits a full-length painting of the 
famous dragoon Claverhouse, whose name was once 
such a terror to the Covenanters, and whose memory 
yet is recalled only with unuttered imprecations by 
their descendants. Much to my surprise, thinking of 
him only from the conventional conception of Cove- 
nanter tradition, I found the portrait of an entirely 
diflPerent manner of man. He was sumptuously dressed 
in a wealth of rich colored silk that in our time would 
be effeminate, and his form and carriage bore the un- 
mistakable impress of a man accustomed to good so- 
ciety and trained to its amenities. His face was refined, 
pleasing, and almost gentle, — very much the same face 
as those which gather at the castle to-day, with ladies 
and flowers and music, for luncheon and lawn-tennis. 
In this mild, amiable, gentlemanly officer it was impos- 
sible to see the rough and merciless mosstrooper of 
Scottish tradition. There is nothing at all vindictive 
or cruel in the face, and little that is indicative of force, 
I can only infer that Claverhouse was not the motive- 
power of his own action. He was probably an amiable 
kind of man, receptive to the impressions of a stronger 
will, the ready tool of a firmer hand and more cunning 
head, — one of those men who are good for instruments 
and to work under and for others. He had even, pos- 
sibly, a strong religious tendency, which exercised itself 
in following ignorantly and unthinkingly the instruc- 
tions of any ecclesiastical authority to which he professed 
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fealty. I do not mean to say that he had ecclesiastical 
instruction for his savage forays on the Scotch con- 
venticles, but he was probably taught by his Church, after 
the unchristian spirit of those times, that it was doing 
Grod service to crush out heresy by violence, and he was 
honest enough to practise what others only preached. 

Let us be thankful for our gentler and better times, 
which enable us to think of this man without anger, 
and to judge him dispassionately. 

At this point of Oban I left the mainland for lona, 
which, with its traditions, as the early seat of our 
Christianity, the northern ark, when all the world was 
in chaos under the flood which swept away the Koman 
Empire and civilization, and Staffa, with its grand 
"temple not made with human hands," and Ulva's 
isle, I must leave for another paper. 

Oban, Scotland. 



CHAPTER XXVII. 



lONA. 

Thb Auroral Light of Northern Christianity — A Storm 
OFF THE West Coast of Scotland — A Kudb Westminster 
— The Funeral Cortege of Forgotten Lines of Kings — 
Macbeth 's Grave — A Dove of the Church — The Story 
of St. Columba— The Irish Saints Militant of Old — In 
G^Lic Land — The Home of the Macleans — Iona of To- 
day — The Holy Place of Druid, Pagan, Christian — 
Sailing the Summer Seas of Scottish Romance — Fin- 
gal's Cave, the Cathedral of the Seas — Lord Ullin's 
Daughter — The Highlanders of the Sea. 

" The Hebrid Isles 
Placed far amid the melancholy main." 

Monday morning broke with a fresh, whistling gale 
sweeping along the west coast of Scotland, but as that 
is rather the rule and calm weather the exception on 
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the Hebridean seas, our coaster boldly put off from the 
black, slippery dock at Oban, and headed for the lower- 
ing and leaden skies. After a rough passage, with no 
worse disaster than the relentless ravages of the mal de 
mer, which took down a goodly proportion of the pas- 
senger-list, the staunch little craft anchored off a reef 
some distance out from the inhospitable shores of the 
Holy Island, and we visitors were taken aground in 
some little fisherman's boats. The coaster, whicli, in 
summer-time, makes daily trips to lona, lands its pas- 
sengers in this wise, and after driving them through 
the main ruins of the island, much as you might con- 
duct a herd of cattle, sails away again, all in an how. 
This seems to have been the unsatisfactory routine from 
the time of Wordsworth, if I read aright the complaint 
of some of his verses. Taking heed from the poet's 
disappointment, my brother and myself concluded to 
lay over the night in a humble inn which is found on 
the island, and, after a day spent at leisure among the 
Druidic and Christian remains,'to take a fisherman's 
boat and meet the coasting vessel at some farther point 
out on its next day's trip, when it was to come down 
from the north instead of up from the south. 

This plan, which is the only one by which one can 
see the place intelligently, and which I would adopt 
again were I visiting lona another time, in this instance 
cost us four days' solitary imprisonment on the little 
island. The storm grew only more furious as night 
came on, and the next day seemed only to increase in 
rage. Until Thursday not a vessel ever came in sight, 
or even put out from Scotland, as we afterwards learned, 
and not a fisherman dare leave the shore. All the time 
the entire seas around were lashed with foam, ceaselessly 
breaking and charging on the giant rocks and deadly 
reefs with demoniac fury. Sometimes the angry waters 
seemed forced through clefts or caverns in the rocks, 
and would shoot up into the air columns of foam and 
spray apparently several hundreds of feet high. It 
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was a supremely magnificent spectacle, and it moved 
all day long and all night to the rhythmic thunders of 
the mighty surges rumbling awful basses away below 
the range of the human scale. During the second day 
the torn and mutilated body of a little boy was washed 
ashore, utterly unrecognizable and unknown. From 
the clothing and other indications the fishermen be- 
lieved it^ to be some shepherd lad from one of the 
neighboring islands, snatched from the earth by the 
angry sea in one of its frenzied inroads. 

The venerable religious and race associations which 
centre in lona are familiar to the educated world. It 
was, stretching back into remote ages whose antiquity 
cannot now be told, holy ground,-^a kind of Mecca, or 
Jerusalem, or Rome, for the savage clans of our fore- 
fathers who rode the northern seas. Scandinavian, Pict, 
Scot, Irish, Celt, Gael, revered its soil, worshipped at 
its altars, and buried their great in its consecrated earth. 
Dr. Johnson calls it "this awful ground.'' During the 
sixth century, when the world was breaking up in the 
convulsive dissolution of the Roman Empire, this little 
isle held the light of Christianity and civilization for 
the new race that was coming on to the scene. It was, 
undoubtedly, a rude faith and a very meagre civiliza- 
tion, but it held the spark, such as it was, and kept the 
flame alive. 

Perhaps the most touching, certainly the most im- 
pressive, of all the remains of lona are its rude, kingly 
graves. In the universal wreck and plunder which 
marked the savage warfare of our Norse ancestors, all 
peoples seem to have respected " the Blessed Isle,'' as 
it was reverentially called, and the bones of the great 
and the good were carried there from afar, that they 
might be safe from spoliation, and await in peace and 
under holy guard the morning of the resurrection. 

Tradition says that for centuries the kings of France, 
and Ireland, and Scotland, and Norway, and of far 
isles were buried here. Here, also, were brought the 
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bishops and lordly abbots of legendary memory. The 
cemetery of these royal tombs is shown, and the traces 
of many graves are clearly visible. They lie in long 
rows, many of them under monumental slabs of an 
enduring slate, rudely etched with crosses, croziers, and 
shields and swords and Runic symbols. These slat>e 
tombstones have a hard, polished surface, and seem 
almost imperishable, and much of the etching is bold 
and spirited. A great Runic cross stretches its pro- 
tecting arms over this sacred enclosure. It is evident 
that there has been some restoration in the arrangement 
of the graves of this yard, and some of the royal tablets 
are certainly over the wrong Ixxlies ; but the general 
fact of the long sanctity of the spot and its kingly 
occupancy is undoubted and established. It is the 
rude Westminster of the unrecorded history of our race. 
This was the burying-place, also, of the Lords of 
the Isles, sung by Sir Walter Scott. Here, too, Mac- 
beth is buried and his murdered sovereign. 

Rosae. — " Where is Duncan's body ?" 
Macduff. — " Carried to Colmekill ; 

The sacred storehouse of his predecessors. 

And guardian of th^ir bones." 

I should have stated before that the ancient name 
of lona — the name of mediaeval legend and history — 
is I-Columb-Kill, the island of St. Columba of the 
Church. 

By the aid of a rude monkish chart or map pre- 
served on the island, and giving the contour of the 
shore in its historic days, my brother and myself traced 
the whole outline of the land, and found the tiny bay 
or cove which tradition asserts to have been the land- 
ing-place of these sad processions. It is a narrow, 
rock-walled entrance of several hundred feet, termi- 
nating in a few yards of smooth, sandy shore covered 
with white and richly-colored pebbles worn almost 
purely round by the endless wash of the waves. I 
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hear yet the grating rattle of these sounding stones 
ceaselessly rolling alone for centuries. In good weather 
small row-boats might land here with comparative 
safety- and in decent quiet. Once on land, a level and 
sheltered stretch of ground affords an appropriate spot 
for a temporary halt and any preliminary services. 
This favored landing is, however, on the opposite shore 
of the island from the cemetery and ecclesiastical build- 
ings, — the cathedral, convent, and consecrated ground, 
— ^and in a diagonal direction. They bore, therefore, 
the bodies of their kings in stately procession a distance 
of some two miles or more, and over the mountain 
range, which is crossed by a moderate pass, through 
which an imperfect road now winds. 

It was from this far shore of the island that came 
the precious green stones, which, in the Middle Ages, 
properly consecrated and blessed, circulated all over 
Europe as holy amulets. 

Our enforced confinement on the island, although 
involuntary, was a pleasant and gainful episode. Four 
days of the storms of the Scottish seas are a substantial 
investment ill the way of health, and in no other way 
could we have so entered into the life and spirit of the 
place. Shut out from the world, its solemn traditions 
came slowly back out of the ages, and were part of the 
hour and moment. 

With this time at our disposal we traced out the 
whole plan of the primitive ecclesiastical establishment 
as it stood in the eleventh century, and probably in the 
sixth ; for the later, or restoration, buildings seem to 
have been faithfully erected on the site of the ancient 
sanctuaries built by St. Columba and his disciples, and 
destroyed by the pagan Danes, A.D. 807, when the 
whole island was pillaged, the inhabitants slain, the 
priests sacrificed, and every stone razed to the ground. 

Of St. Columba, whose name is the savor of this 
spot, and whose work gave it a place in history, it is 
difficult to speak truthfully at this time without con- 
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veying an erroneous and damaging impression, the 
lights of his age and ours are so different. He comes 
down, of course, in the tradition of the Church, en- 
dowed with all the Christian graces ; a priest burning 
with love; the "Dove of the Church,'' as his legendary 
name tells; a worker of miracles; a teacher of civili- 
zation; and the legend always closes with the hal- 
lowing shades of a venerated death- bed, when, full of 
years and honor, and in the odor of sanctity, the saint 
went up ii^ peace and joy to meet his Grod. These are 
the shades, and this the coloring of the picture drawn 
in the convent and mellowed by time and the softening 
distance of ages. 

Viewed nearer, the lines are much harsher and less 
romantic. We now know St. Columba to have been a 
saint militant of the most aggressive and pugnacious 
kind, for whom even Ireland was too gentle and peace- 
ful a land. We know that his record there was one of 
strife and trouble, and that he finally left it by the 
advice of his ecclesiastical superior. Even when he 
had settled lona, reared his triumphant crosses on its soil, 
erected his convent and set his matin and vesper bells 
a-ringing over its waves, his life then was probably 
nearer that of our Indian frontier than of a modern 
missionary. He had foes within and without; wars 
with the pagan clans of the North seas and with preda- 
tory monks of his own faith, eager as he for conquest 
and adventure. On one occasion some Irish saints of 
a rival order, having landed, gained a footing in lona, 
and built their convent and chapel on the far shore of 
the island; the dove-like Columba, after some inef- 
fective controversies, moved in force, with a detach- 
ment of his saints, against the invading brethren, drove 
them out, and razed to the ground the offending sanc- 
tuary, " as was the law in such cases," gravely annotates 
the faithful chronicler. Every trace of this fated 
mission is now gone, but from the old chart one can 
exactly locate its site, which is, in all respects save a 
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commanding sweep for its tower and bells over the 
seas, better than that of St. Columba's. Again, the 
simple biographer and disciple : " Now a question arose 
between St. Columba and St. Comgar concerning a 
church near Coleraine," and it, too, was finally decided 
by a pitched battle between the fraternities of these 
pious leaders. 

I found on this lonely island an old monkish chroni- 
cle, written in rude, mediaeval Latin, of the life and 
adventures of St. Columba, extremely interesting and 
picturesque when read on the spot. Of course, one 
now can hardly believe in the accuracy or literal truth 
of much of it, but, like Porapeiian frescoes or Middle- 
Age tapestries, the whole gave a wonderfully vivid and 
life-like picture of the daily existence of the time, — the 
habits of the saints, the atmosphere of simple credulity 
and childish ignorance in which they habitually moved 
and thought. Everything was rude and humble and 
primitive, their surroundings and accommodations of 
the very simplest and most limited kind. 

St. Columba worked miraclas daily and endlessly 
and on the very slightest provocation, but they were 
all of the rudest and most humble incident, — exorcising 
the devil out of a milk-pail carried by one of the 
brothers, holding on a wooden wheel on a cart without 
a linch-pin, or protecting the working brethren from 
the cold and snows. The little road from the brothers' 
house and stables to the church — hardly five hundred 
yards long, and now marked at its angles with a fine 
Buuic cross, the reverent oifering of later centuries — 
was a perfect theatre of spiritual manifestations, the 
angels dividing daily its poor and meagre accommo- 
dations with the brethren. Jacob's glittering ladder 
was hardly so grand a roadway. It was a condition 
of life and thought we can hardly understand, and 
perhaps cannot do justice to at all. The cold, rude 
rocks of this barren islet, with their ruder people, were 
a theatre of the warmest fervency of faith and devo- 
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tion. Thib place was, for these simple, half-barbarian 
Christians, the very gates of heaven, and they lived 
from year to year in a kind of sluggish, arctic ecstasis. 

But this we do know of the heroic saint whose force 
and fervency of character has thrown his name out 
of dark ages far into the light and brilliancy of future 
ones: he was a man of his time and a historic leader. 
However rude some things may sound to us now, he 
had all the education and advantages of his period, — 
the education of the schools, of the monastery, of travel 
and, I think, of arms. He was also a man of good 
birth, and had the power which always comes from 
high social relations and experience. He was qualified 
for his great work and the time in which he did it. 
His labors were given, not to his own advantage, but 
for his fellows, and his name still lives. 

In the very darkest of the Dark Ages, about a.d. 563, 
Columba, an Irish monk of noble blood, left Ireland, 
and, sailing northward, sought an unknown island and 
founded there a monastic home. He brought with 
him, tradition says, twelve disciples, brother-monks, 
and his avowed mission was the conversion to Chris- 
tianity of the Northern pagan kings and the spread 
of civilization among their tribes. He did convert first 
Connall, king pf the Dalriads, a name even that is lost 
now. Successively he brought under the standard of 
the cross the heathen Picts and the Scots, and the 
savage clans of the Orkneys and even of far-off Ice- 
land. From this little seat of learning and faith the 
auroral lights of Northern Christianity were shed in 
this early century even thus far out toward our own 
unknown continent. 

The force of faith and love which St. Columba had 
centred in this aggressive mission projected itself far 
out for hundreds and hundreds of years, and its mem- 
ory will never die now so long as Christianity en- 
dures. Columba himself died before the century was out. 
He had entered, by human acclamation, the goodly 



lONA 255 

fellowship of the saints long before death carae, and 
the legend of his departure, as told in the simple Latin 
of the old chronicle, is a very beautiful and touching 
story. For three years he had prayed God without 
ceasing for release, and at last, advised in the night- 
time that his prayer was granted, he repaired at once, 
unattended, through the inclement blasts and snow of 
a boreal winter, to the simple stone altar which had 
been his life-work and whose future was to be so great, 
and there, in the act of prayer, ascended to heaven. 
His body was immediately enshrined in this holy 
place ; the saint was beneath the altar. 

For two hundred years the fires of faith burned 
brightly in lona, illuminating the northern horizon. 
During the chaos of Europe this little island was the 
lamp of the world. It kept alive in its slender flame 
learning and civilization and Christianity. At last, but 
not until a new civilization was emerging in Europe 
from the chaos of the old, its flame, too, was extin- 
guished in a dramatic tragedy. After hopeless strug- 
gles, from time to time, with the Scandinavian pagans, 
long years of fluctuating vicissitudes, of pillages, of 
escape, of plunderings, of martyrdoms, in 807 the 
Danes swept the island with ferocious vengeance, 
destroyed every vestige of building, murdered or 
carried off the defenceless population, and offered up 
the priests of Christianity on the triumphant altars of 
Odin. Then there was night in lona. 

Generations after, when quieter times came, lona 
was repeopled by Christian converts, her fanes rebuilt, 
her altars re-established. It was then she became 
famous as the remembered cradle of British Chris- 
tianity. It was then that her very soil came to bear 
the flavor of sanctity, and that the kings of warring 
tribes respected it as a common sepulchre. It is the 
ruins of these times that we now see, some of them as 
late, probably, as the thirteenth century, — that wonder- 
ful epoch of cathedral-building all over Europe. It ia 
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from this period that come the impressive monolithic 
crosses, the slate and granite tombs with kingly helmets 
and lordly mitres, — ^the emblems of princely abbots at a 
time in British history when the abbot was a far more 
important and powerful personage than is the bishop 
of this age. 

The lona of to-day is a straggling fisherman's 
hamlet of a dozen or so houses, with a few more 
huts for shepherds at solitary points over the island. 
Everything is rude, and, like the island, meagre, poor, 
and scanty. The houses are low, but built of tremen- 
dous thickness of walls, to stand the constant sweep of 
the wind and the periodic break of tempests. These 
poor, rude dwellings are covered with thatch, and the 
thatch secured by a strong network of rope extending 
over the entire roof, and held to its place by large, 
heavy bowlders fastened to the ends. 

Inside the houses everything is simple and primi- 
tive : stone flags for floors, and sometimes only mud ; 
a peg or two for the nets and fishing-tackle, a plain 
stool, some humble kitchen utensils, are generally all 
the furniture. The cleaning up seems to be done by 
the ducks and pigs, which have the freedom of the 
house. 

So small and confined is the settlement, and the life 
of the island so iiiuch in common, that the animals 
seem to have lost their fear of mankind, and move 
around like citizens conscious of their " equal rights.'* 
Even the dogs which ran out to meet us in the village 
and over the bare, heathered hills never plunged out 
angrily, but came forward for the first time with wag- 
ging tails, friendly bark, and every demonstration of 
pleasure, glad to greet a new form. 

There is no coal on the island and no wood, the bar- 
ren hills growing only heather, gorse, and nettles. This 
alone adds fearfully to the poverty of a place that is 
cold and wet nearly all the year round. I make this 
note September 2d, and we are having fire every day, 
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and all day, in our rooms, and outside the poor farmers 
complain of the lateness of the reason. Buttercups, toQ, 
are blooming now — September — instead of May, ais 
with us. 

This island, three miles long by one to two wide, 
has an area of two thousand acres, only six hundred 
of which are capable of cultivation. It yields to its 
owner, the Duke of Argyll, a rental of four hundred 
pounds, — just a dollar an acre for all the land, good 
and bad. At least one-half of it is rock, and none 
of it would be tilled at all by the average American 
farmer, who would not consider life worth living in 
its wet sands. 

When we remember that we can buy in Kansas or 
Colorado the best wheat-lands in the world at less per 
acre than the rental for one year of a bleak Scotch sand 
shore, inaccessible and inclement, we can judge how much 
better is the lot of the poor man with us than here. 

Nevertheless, the place has charms of its own for 
men of this race. The family we are staying with 
came here five years ago as a matter of choice, and I 
made the acquaintance of a Scotch stranger on the land- 
ing who afterwards told me he came here many sum- 
mers from the love of the place. 

The language of the island is Gaelic, and the people 
speak it in a thick, guttural tone, and with a shy, half- 
alarmed manner that prevents your even getting at all 
the real sounds. Seeing no one at all save some tour- 
ists for a few weeks in the year, the children run 
around like young savages, barelegged and bare- 
footed, and with thick, black horse-hair falling from 
their heads and over their faces, like our Indians. 
There is no beauty among them, either of face or form. 
Life is toD hard. Little children with hard, unlovely 
faces follow you on a trot over sharp stones or through 
coarse wet grass, dirty, unkempt, and almost unclad, 
to sell their meagre treaaures of shells or pebblies. 

The little girls we saw wore commonly a short petti- 
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coat, not reaching to their knees, and that generall/ partly 
torn away by exercise and long use. The color of this 
garment was indiscernible ; the color of their skin was a 
dark^ ruddy red, almost that of ouf savage. Although 
the ground of this island is hard and stony, the winds 
sharp and cutting, 'and the soil productive of generous 
crops of thistles, nettles, and thorny plants, its inhab- 
itants go about with bare feet and legs with impunity, 
less protected even than the sheep or pigs. 

There is no corn-mill in lona, and the scanty crop 
of grain is carried over to an adjoining island to be 
ground. When this support fails by reason of con- 
tinued storms or absence of the men fishing, resort is 
had to the "quern," or hand-mill, the same as men- 
tioned in the Bible. There are two of these primitive 
mills on the island. 

lona is the home of the Macleans, a stalwart tribe 
well known in Scotch-Irish America. A few genera- 
tions ago every soul on the island bore this name, but 
with the dying out of the clan system this has disap- 
peared, and there are several varieties of family names 
in lona to-day, — all pure Scotch, however. 

The ruins of lona as tliey stand to-day are very 
moderate and modest compared with those of other 
centres of attraction in this way, — the falling walls of 
the old cathedral, in which you can still trace transept, 
nave, and the usual chapels, the convent, the conse- 
crated burial-ground of the kings, another cemetery 
immediately around the church, the unique crosses at 
these different points, and the staunch, towering cam- 
panile from whose open windows the Christian bells 
hundreds of years ago rang out over the fierce Northern 
seas. The interest of these modest remains is not in 
themselves, but in the vast body of associations which 
they call up and marshal in lengthening hosts that ex- 
tend back through centuries. 

In the middle of the island are found some Druidic 
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remains of traditional interest. These are not seen at 
all by the visitor who trusts himself to the one-hour 
tour of the vesseVs guide, as they are not on the routine 

f)rogramme, their distance being too great from the 
anding. Before the times of St. Columba, lona vvas a 
famed centre of Druid worship, and the traces of the 
familiar contour of a Druidic holy of holies are yet 
visible to patient search, — the central mound and the 
circle of stones, the seats of the angels. We discov- 
ered their location after a good deal of labor, for much 
of it is covered with the drift of a thousand years ; but, 
once ascertained, you can quite definitely locate the 
tumuli and understand their former relations and uses. 
The central mound is quite a hill, — ^a sharp, green knob 
of uniform curve. 

Later researches, it is claimed, prove that these stone 
circles all over England were not, as is popularly sup- 
posed, built by the Druids, who were Celts, but are the 
work of a far anterior race, — the men of the Stone Age. 
The Stone Age cape to an end in Europe about two 
thousand years before the birth of Christ. Its shortest 
duration is estimated at a term of two thousand years. 
This calculation would place the erection of these primi- 
tive temples, say^ about three thousand to four thou- 
sand years before the Christian era. Other chronolo- 
gies of the Stone Age would place it still farther bacK. 
lona is one of those remarkable spots which, from 
prehistoric times, seem always to have been held as 
sacred localities, — points where God came in contact 
with the world, and where He was worshipped and 
revealed without regard to creed or chronology of 
Church speaking "in divers manners in times past.^' 
In spite of ^ the rudeness and simplicity of its modern 
face, of the meagreness of its remains, of its bleak and 
forbidding location, it is well worth visiting and study. 
Few theatres of human history are more impressive. 
It is one of " the places of the earth." It is a splendid 
page in the militant history of Christianity. There the 
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bloody altars of Thor and Odin have smoked^ tended by 
our Northern ancestors. There Grod at sundr}*^ times 
in the twilight of .the ag^ spake to our Druid fathers. 

On Thursday, when the winds were calmed and the 
angry ocean had quieted down to comparative reason, 
we hired a fisherman's sail-boat, and, with a pair of 
small but sinewy Graelic seamen at the oars, pulled off 
for a cruise among the neighboring islands to explore 
the classic seas of school-boy legend and memory. 
Our morning's destination was Stara, with its wondrous 
colunmar formation ; our hope, that we might be able 
to enter with our little boat the surging portal of the 
grand nave of Fingal's solemn cave. Every wave 
this morning was crested with associations apd story, 
— behind, the campanile of lona, with Oronsay and 
Colonsay, twin islets of saints and mediseval miracles 
and sacred tradition ; ahead, the frowning masses of 
Mull, the famous stronghold of the Lords of the Isles, 
and " Ulva dark" and the broader lands of the Lords 
of Ullin. 

* Oh ! I'm the chief of Ulva's isle, 
And this Lord Ullin 's daughter/' 

We skirted the shores of this tragic escapade, and 
sailed over the spot where the " waters wild" went over 
the fated lovers. 

FingaPs Cave, with its strange basaltic columns, its 
curiously ecclesiastical effect of Gothic roof, pillared 
nave, and choir of thundering surges, with its dim 
religious lights of green and purple and gold reflected 
from the waves below, is a most impressive and unique 
sight, but it hardly deserves its relative rank among 
the wonders of the world gotten from our crude geog- 
raphies, written at a time when the modern world was 
unexplored, when America and Australia and Africa 
and the great table-lands of India and Central Asia 
were unknown. 
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This picturesquely imposing cavern is a great cleft 
in the primeval rock, two hundred and twenty-two 
feet long, forty-two feet wide at the entrance, and in 
height sixty-six feet at mean tide. The bottom is 
always a flood of roaring water. The sides are nearly 
parallel, and rise up perpendicularly, closing away up 
in a vaulted roof. They are not plain walls, however, 
but solid masses of pentagonal and hexagonal columns 
of wonderful symmetry, and many of them monoliths. 
They present the eflect of innumerable corridors of 
columns, — ^aisles and aisles of them. As a picture, the 
cave most resembles the mighty nave of some great 
cathedral arched in the foundation-rock. Into this 
grand church the waves, with a noise far below the 
range of any human organ, grander and deeper, surge 
forever forward and backward, singing unto each other 
in eternal antiphone. 

Stafla's Island is but a little bit of grass and soil, 
just enough to respectably cover the basaltic ribs of its 
great wonder. You can climb to the top of it and get 
a grand view of the entrance of the cave from over- 
he^. You can climb around the side over hundreds 
of broken pillars washed down during the ages by the 
ceaseless violence of the waves, and enter the cavern, 
finding your way from one rude pedestal to another 
along the edge of the columnar wall until you reach 
about where the altar would be in a church, and here 
the spot where the thunderous surges break against the 
massive rock foundation of the island with a noise 
mightier than that of the waves, and with deep re- 
sounding bass echoes that never die away. 

Unfortunately, the condition of the waters was such 
that the Graelic fishermen would not attempt to put their 
boats in, and we had to be content with this kind of 
view of the cave, landing on the rear of the island and 
clambering around over the slippery bases denuded of 
their shafts. 

This rude Gaelic land of the Argyllshire coast and 



202 SCOTLAND. 

the Hebrides is known as part of the Highlands of 
Scotland, although, of course, it is on the level of the 
sea. Highland is now an ethnological rather than a 
topographical distinction. The people here, too, rude 
and meagre as is their life, have all the fierce spirit of 
freedom and the strong self-respect of the clans of the 
hills. They prove their blood. The only man, woman, 
or child in all Europe who ever refused a gratuity at 
ray hands was a little Highland boy of lona, and I put 
it on record to the credit of his land. One who has 
travelled in Europe will know how much it means. 

The Scotch have certainly acquired all the world 
over an unfortunate low-grade reputation for being 
" canny," and canny, in the way it has come to be ap- 
plied as their national characteristic, means only self- 
ishness and cunning. It certainly, however, does not 
come from the Highlands. The Highlanders to-day 
are mostly poor, and they always have been so. They 
are not a money-making or a money-loving race, and 
they have always been ready to sacrifice their property 
for their principles, their reputation, or their vengeance. 

lOKA. 
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CHAPTER XXVin. 

VENICE. 

St. Mask's Gbakd Gbats— Gbacious Influences of thi 
Sea— A City Set as a Stage Scene — Street Life in 
YsNics — ^Ths Lakes and Penates — ^Church and State — 
The Sacked Bibds of Venice — ^Venus Aphrodite. 

Venice blazons. as her city arms the Lion of Sk 
Mark, — ^the winged beast of the Apocalypse, — ^and the 
selection is appropriate, for in a certain sense the city 
herself is apo(»ilyptic in being like to no other place on 
the face of the eiui;h or in the waters under. 

This lovely dty, that floats like a picture on the sea, 
is in fact and in spirit the splendid mausoleum and 
monument of St. Mark, the humble shoemaker-evan- 
gelist. They bore his remains here one thousand years 
ago from Alexandria, and his worship, the honor of his 
name, the glory of his legends, became at once the civic 
life of the town. It was a quaint, mediaeval habit, sug- 
gestive of the historic life of those times, for all the 
cities to take to themselves some saint as a local deity, 
and their existence thenceforth took life and color from 
his name and spirit, — was bound up with it. The city 
and the saint went on together when once their fortunes 
were thus joined. He prayed for his people in heaven 
above, and sometimes came down with spear and shield 
to fight their battles below. In return they glorified 
his name on earth. 

St. Mark sleeps his final rest in the grand cathedral 
which bears his name and fronts the magnificent piazza 
San Marco. The cathedral is one of the great churches 
of the world; the piazza is unique in brilliancy and 
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splendor and pleasing life, — z, picture that, perhaps, no 
other place can offer. The whole city to-(lay is crested 
and carved with the images and legends of its patron 
saint. His lion crouches and sleeps and rears and flies 
on column and porch and palace and church and pave- 
ment, and the loyal artists of Venice have faithfully 
wrestled on canvas and in stone with the kindred beasts 
of the Apocalypse to do him company. St. Mark is 
fortunate in his apotheosis. His is the city of poetry 
and splendor. 

Just think what Venice gained over the cities of the 
earth when she was taken under the protection of the 
sea. 

•» No grimy locomotive, breathing smoke and soot, can 
ever go groaning and shrieking through the st>'eets, 
leaving a trail of black dirt in its offensive rear. 

No wagons rattle and rumble, no horses clatter with 
dissonant noise, over her streets and stones. Her 
sounds are all of music. 

Washed forever by the slowly falling and rising 
waters, there is no dust in her streets or on her marble- 
floored squares : one leaves windows up as safely as in 
country groves. 

Being no dust, there is comparatively little dirt. 
Even rough work hardly soils the clothes of the toilers, 
and her gondoliers — the stable-smelling hackmen and 
cabbies of other towns — do their work to song and in 
bright, clean linen. 

Finally, the cool sea-breezes forever sweep her stones, 
and there are freshness and bracing salt air in-doors and 
out from morning till night, and till morning again. 

It is these sofli^ning and gracious influences of the 
sea on its daily life and being that give to Venice her 
peculiar charm and distinctive beauty. It has been my 
good fortune to see the city in the splendor of pure sun- 
shine by day and under the mellowing softness of moon- 
light by night. It is a picture — a dream — ^something 
one feels too lovely for the prosaic life of mortal men 
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The life of all Venice converges and centres in the 
grand Square of St. Mark^s, and in the evening, — it 
seems then a perpetual scene s^t for the representation 
of some grand spectacular opera, only that the preop- 
tics, instead of being pasteboard, are the finest palaces 
and architecture in the world, and the music is human 
life and pleasure. You think the curtain must fall. 
It does fall towards midnight, but it rises again next 
evening. 

Imagine a vast space say in length from the Union 
Ijeague House to the Academy of Music in Philadel- 
phia, and in width perhaps three times that of Broad 
Street, paved smooth with marble and blocks of 
trachyte, shut off from the noise of wherfs or horses. 
On the one side the floating domes of the great Byzan- 
tine cathedral and its grand arched fronts, with their 
golden mosaics lustrous in the night-time, on the 
other the famous Palace of the Doges, wasteful in 
magnificeiice ; the towering shaft of the Campanile, 
with its colonnades of white arches fluttering in the 
air, and up to whose very pinnacle you could ride a 
horse, so wonderful is the engineering of the interior 
ascent ; the three tall red mast-like spires draped, with 
the colors of Italy, — columns so ancient and strange 
that tradition can hardly tell their origin, — ^and all 
around a continuous chain of stately marble palaces, 
stained with age and time. Imagine all this, and you 
have the faint outlines of St. Mark's piazza. Around 
three sides of the square there runs a covered archway 
lined with shops and supported by a corridor of col- 
umns, on which rest the fronts of the palaces. In the 
evening these shops are brilliantly lighted, a glittering 
line of fire encircling the piazza. In front of this cor- 
ridor of columns, when the falling shadows draw towards 
sunset, hundreds and hundreds of chairs and little tables 
are set out before the cafSs. At these tables citizens 
and strangers gather in families and parties to eat ices, 
sip coffee, eau sucriy light wines, drink beer, and smoke. 
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children, women, old men, young, middle-aged, and all. 
In fact, Venice does its visiting at these tables, and one 
can pick out the belles of the city at a glance by the dark, 
bee-like clusters which surround their mothers' tables. 

On to this grand stage the whole city throws itself 
every evening, — ^all classes, all ages, all the world of 
Venice. A large military band of many pieces takes 
its station in the centre, and there is good music all 
evening for everybody, — free. In the mean while, those 
people not sitting, or who do not come to thus enjoy 
themselves, promenade under the brilliant corridors or 
down and up the long aisles formed by the masses of 
chairs, filing, passing, returning, all the evening. 
If you sit in the front rows of chairs you can see, thus 
at rest, the whole life of the city stream before you, and 
it is this scene which is so irresistibly operatic in its 
effect, — the whole town moving and living for an even- 
ing to music. 

All classes mingle and jostle, and in such a setting the 
sailors of all climes, gathered here from East and West, — 
suflBciently rough and prosaic elsewhere, here all washed 
and clean, — look like wandering tenors, disguised noble- 
men, lost heirs. There pass before you Venetian 
dames stately in black-lace veils, and demoiselles with 
wondrous blond hair and the open slipper dear to the 
heart of feminine Italy ; swarthy Lascars in white cot- 
ton ; water-girls " with rings on their fingers ;" flower- 
girls (somewhat mature, — another theatrical touch); 
merchants of the Orient all-brilliant in slashed scarlet 
robes and fez caps ; gay gondoliers in blue and white ; 
the d^ bonnair officers of Italy ^s army in blue and 
gold ; naval oflBcers from the ships in port of all na- 
tions ; Greeks with their clear-cut cameo-like profiles ; 
beggars happy for the evening and avoiding "shop" 
for the moment as a point of honor ; the handsome men 
of Italy, lithe, active, dark ; travellers of all tongues 
and lands, labelled with red books ; and the ever-present 
British female tourist with stout boots, — all the world. 



VENICE. 269 

This is the every-night opera f Venice, — music, 
Sowers, costumes, statuary, columns, arcaded vistas, 
moonlights, star, legended trophies, golden paintings. 
Do we wonder that, with all this luxury as an inheri- 
tance and education, the Venetian of to-day has grown 
somewhat indolent, and takes his exercise in sleeping 
in a gondola or inhaling the fragrance of a flower in 
some arched and grated palace window? 

This brilliant panorama lasts till about midnight. 
At ten o'clock the shops begin to take in their glitter- 
ing wares and close ; at half-past ten o'clock the music 
ceases, and the ladies then begin to leave. Shortly after 
eleven o'clock the place is abandoned to gentlemen. 
Then the waiters begin to stack up the chairs, the 
lights one by one go out, and shortly the dark shadows 
of the palaces fall on an empty square. 

Venice goes to bed as early as Philadelphia or Bos- 
ton or New York, and earlier than Paris or London, 
notwithstanding all the fascinations of sea-air and moon- 
light that might well tempt her to stay up all night. 
It is a commonplace of travellers, and sometimes even 
of the guide-book, yet to assert that the Venetians turn 
night into day. There was a time long ago when they 
did, when the city was powerful and rich, and was 
lived in and ruled by a class of wealthy and luxurious 
nobles. Then all this grand square was lined with 
gambling-rooms and houses of pleasure, and men ate 
and drank and played and lost their fortunes, and the 
whole place was a blaze of light until morning. 

Now, Venice, like the rest of Italy, is poor, and her 
habits are simple. One of the most marked features 
of an evening on the piazza is the innocence and ex- 
treme simplicity of the pleasures of this people. They 
will spend a whole evening with almost no expendi- 
ture of money or movement. A tiny cup of coffee will 
last a gentleman the whole evening, and he appears to be 
always busy in its consuniption. A very small saucer 
of ice or a small glass of water colored by a drop of 
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anisette does the same service for a lady. A single 
" pony" glass of beer and a two-cent cigar employ an 
officer of the army for an hour or two. 1 do not think 
the average visitor at these cafi^ spends ten cents a 
night. For this he has a table and chair all t je even- 
ing, a cool seat, excellent music, the view of the prome- 
nade, the opportunity to make calls or receive visits, 
rest, conversation, moonlight, flowers. 

The flower-girls are a feature and a part of the en- 
tertainment. They circulate among the chairs with a 
basket of flowers, giving one to each gentleman for his 
button-hole and to the ladies with him. This is a gift 
offered with all the coquetry and compliment in the 
vender's power. The stranger, who is addressed in 
French, returns his gift at once in money. The Vene- 
tians do not, but at intervals, and not at the tables, give 
their flower-friend some gift. She, in return, regularly 
decorates them every evening with a little bouquet. 

There is music all the evening, but, with the national 
inclination to inaction, no dancing. I have, remarked 
this all over Italy. On the fSte-days and in the even- 
ings in the villages there is always good instrumental 
music, but the people never dance, only move gently 
around from place to place, half walking, half standing. 

Venice's great impression is its street life, — so bril- 
liant, so highly colored, so unlike that of any other 
city. The commonplace shows of the guide-books are 
flat and disappointing, — the prisons, dungeons. Bridge 
of Sighs, and so forth. The school-girl glamour thrown 
over these places is mainly traceable, I suppose, to 
Byron's sentimental verse. 

The daily picture of all Venice, however, is soine- 
thing of which one never tires, and which changes ever 
with the hour. Gondola life is something deliciously 
dreamy and luxurious in the soft light of day or under 
the sheen of moon and starlight. Let dark night come 
and rain, however, and these long, narrow, deep, black 
boats, seen mysteriously from the faint point of light 
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on their prow, take to themselves the likeness of float- 
ing coffins steered by the shades. The effect is inde- 
scribably sepulchral. You seem to be alone in the 
waters of Hades among the spirits. The gondolas are 
all of a funereal black, — ^painted black, carved in black, 
with black draperies over the dark cabin. Many cen- 
turies ago a Venetian law ordered this pattern and 
color, for a good reason of that time. The laws in 
Venice do not change, and the gondolas are all black 
and ghostly to this day. 

The streets are very narrow and blaze with light 
Their narrowness — sometimes not over three feet — 
makes a very little light serve to brilliantly illuminate 
them, and the jets in the shop windows, kept open till 
late at night, keep them bright and blazing almost 
without the out-door lamps. Through them the peo- 
ple surge in constant streams, — all nations, all classes, 
all colors. You study the world, but even the Vene- 
tians themselves present some strong contrasts, for they 
in time are made up of the blood of many people. 
One striking contrast, which you soon note, is that the 
Venetian men, as a body, are dark, their women blond. 
The sounds, too, are polyglottal, and everything is 
international. Venice will likely be, for instance, the 
tourist's first experience of Greek money, which is cur- 
rent coin here^ 

At every corner you come are the little shrines and 
altars to the Virgin and the saints, built in dwelling- 
houses and over the shops, with lamps burning before 
them. These bright-colored shrines, with their glass 
frames and swinging, censer-like lights, produce a very 
picturesque effect, especially when the niches are reflected 
by the water. You feel with a new meaning the poetry 
of the litany, Ave Maria, stclla maris. Indeed, the 
sea is very gracious and beneficent to Venice, in that it 
doubles all her beauties and splendors. She has her 
stars in the heavens and under her feet, her palaces 
above the earth and under the waters. Her beautiful 
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bridges span their solid piers and tremble in the wavca 
below them. Everything has a double form of grace 
and beauty, — a life of marble and a life of motion. 

To return to the shrines : their images are here, as 
elsewhere in Italy, the Lares and Penates of the modern 
Romans, and this domestic worship, perpetual and 
hourly, and the devotion and love and appai*ent faith 
of the homely service, is something very pleasing and 
touching. It is only a pleasant illusion, however. 
The cuSus of these shrines is, I feir, but an inherited 
habit, — ^a custom, a usage, — not an intelligent act. I 
regret to say that no amount of shrines or altars in an 
Italian shop will prevent your being shamelessly treated 
there. I do not think a Madonna on the very counter 
of daily fraud would protect you. 

In Venice they sell fresh water on the streets in 
bottles and by the glass, and people are constantly 
drinking it. I have not seen so much water-drinking 
in all Europe, and the habit seems to be a confirmed 
one. There may be an useful hint for temi)erauce 
societies in this little fact. 

The cathedral church of St. Mark is perhaps the 
central architectural feature of Venice; at all events, it 
divides the honor with the rich Palace of the Doges. 
It is the great triumph of Romano-Byzantine archi- 
tecture, and in its profusion of ornament and wealth 
of decoration mingles the splendors of two civilizations^ 
— of the East and of the West. In its slirines are 
the most precious workmanship of Constantinople, 
costly gems, rare marbles of Europe, pillars from the 
temple of Solomon. Under the great altar rests the 
stolen body of St. Mark. Its treasury of relics contains 
some of the most precious memorials of faith, — a piece 
of the head of St. John, a fragment of the sacred 
column of the Passion, a vial of the blood of Christ. 
Its pictures of the masters and its old statues teach 
tradition, history, and religion to the people, whose 
thronging, treading feet for centuries have worn the 
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marbles of its floors uneven and fluctuating like the 
waves of the sea. It is a temple, — an eternal monu- 
ment and lesson to Venice. 

In the vestibule of this cathedral, itself a stately 
hall larger and grander than most of the churches of 
our country, they show three great red, flat stones, 
forming a broad stairway, as the spot of the historic 
reconciliation between the Emperor Frederick Barba- 
rossa and Pope Alexander III., an affair in which the 
conciliation, as was the fashion of those times, was all 
on one side. ^^Non tibi sed Petro" ("Not to you, but 
to St. Peter"), said the dishonored emperor when he 
knelt, probably feeling that he was doing something 
wrong, although he may not have known how great 
was the magnitude of the trust he was betraying, and 
which he had better have died to protect. ^^Mihiet 
Petro^^ (" To me and Peter"), said the modest pope. 

And so it is everywhere in Europe. There is hardly 
a great church on the Continent which, in some shape 
or other, in painting or marble or brass or ostentatious 
relic, does not contain some deliberate and insolent 
affront to the civil authority, — some perpetual assertion 
of the claim of Rome to supreme political power. St. 
Peter's, the first church of the world, is full of them, 
and they are repeated so systematically everywhere 
that their presence seems to be the result of a policy 
and an order. Remember that in Europe the churches 
are the common schools of the people, who frequent 
them daily from childhood, studying their pictures, 
carvings, statues, bronzes, columns, and receiving their 
first and most lasting impressions from them. I do not 
wonder any more at Bismarck's relentless and uncom- 
promising warfare on the ecclesiastical organization of 
Rome. I only wonder that any strong men who have 
ever attempted to found a state or been intrusted with 
the keeping of the civil liberties of the people have not 
made the same war, and made it more bitterly. 

Every one knows the story of the civic pigeons of 
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Venice^ and meets them like old aoquaintanoes wheo 
he goes there ; and the birds meet all the world in the 
same way. They belong to history and legend, and 
have been translated from their lower life and taken 
into the fellowship of men. Within an hour of my 
coming one of these pigeons looked in at my window 
facing on the grand piazza, and after a few moments' 
cautious reconnoitring was trustingly and fearlessly 
feeding from my hand. Seeing what was going on, a 
whole flock came swiftly trooping in from all sides, en- 
tirely bankrupting my limited commissariat provision 
in a moment or two. 

Many hundreds of years ago some pigeons "assisted^' 
at a great victory had by the Venetians over Candia, 
I think, by carrying very important despatches. The 
victorious general sent them home with the news of his 
triumph, and grateful Venice adopted the birds as the 
" wards of the nation.'^ To this time their descendants 
are fed every day in the great square of St. Mark, at 
the expense of the city, and no one in Venice ever 
touches a pigeon. They rest at night in the eaves of 
the palaces and the cornices of the great cathedral, on 
triumphal columns and arches, and in the airy arcades 
of the campanUi. They nestle with the winged lions 
and dart noiselessly through the churches. They brush 
the sacred altars and the tombs of kings and doges and 
bishops. They walk the marble pavements in groups 
and in hundreds, unmolested among throngs of passers. 
They play with the children and fly up on to your caft 
table for their share of the cake or water. They do 
just what all other birds and animals would do if man 
only treated them with humanity, — ^but gave them their 
"civil rights.'' 

Venice is a mirror in which you study the influence 
of the sea on the human race,^-on its physical, political, 
and intellectual development. It has conditioned and 
determined the physical appearance, the daily life, the 
history, the art, of this people. 
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They were sailors, of course, and became a naval 
power, and their whole outside history and political 
relations started from that point and have been condi- 
tioned by it for ten centuries. The cleanliness and ease 
of transportation induced luxury and magnificence, a 
wealth of coloring and costume, which the daily life of 
no other city could support. One can go anywhere 
over Venice in a soft dress shoe. The pavements are 
smooth as floors and spotless, the gondolas are car- 
peted. The protection to dress is as great out-doors as 
in. The gorgeous costumes of Titian and Tintoretto 
and the Venetian school are but the legitimate develop- 
ment of the social life of a class of nobles in a city built 
as this is, and drawing on both the Orient and the Oc- 
cident for treasures of sumptuousness, luxury, and dis- 
play. Their pictures, of course, breathe the luxurious 
and color-loving spirit of their time, for they, too, are 
part of its development, but they are also portraits, 
faithful copies of the very picture of the city. 

More directly in the famous glass of Venice you see 
imprisoned the elusive colors of the sea itself. Art has 
simply taken its lesson from the waves. 

Again, the moment you enter this town you meet 
everywhere, at random among all classes, perhaps most 
noticeably among the poorer, that beautiful female face 
which is the glory of Venice, and which her painters 
have made immortal, — a soft sea-shell complexion of 
delicate loveliness, Titian eyes, and a wealth of golden 
blond hair, — ^a kind of Venus Aphrodite face. It is 
the sea again. 

And so you may trace endlessly its visible influence 
here at every turn and every way you look. The old 
traditional ceremony of state when the new Doge, on 
behalf of Venice, in solemn form, celebrates its nuptials 
with the sea and casts into its waters the wedding-ring, 
is something more than a legend. It is history and 
fact. Venice — ^the Venetian race — is the child of Man 
by the Sea, 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

GENOA. 

Ths Gbeat Dead and the Little Liying — Fiye Httndbbb 
Ybabs without Sunlight — The Cross of Malta — 
Poverty, Want, and Wretchedness that we call the 
Picturesque — Priests and Soldiers — San Lorenzo^ 
An Italian Sunday-School — The Practical Side op 
THE Italians — Bail w at Management — The Marble 
Wealth. 

A SORT of dreamy Hstlessness falls over one in Genoa, 
which it is hard to define, and harder still to resist 
The weight of the centuries seems to come down, and 
repress individual action or vigor by dwarfing its 
results in contrasting them with the movements of 
ages. Men have lived on this spot — in this town — for 
twenty-five hundred years of recorded history; have 
worked, loved, fought, died. What is one human 
atom, however brilliant his momentary position or 
achievement, in all the vast stream of life 1 

I think this feeling must unconsciously oppress this 
people, and bar the way to that individual energy and 
vigor whose sum makes human progress. At all 
events, they act so. For thousands of years life has 
gone on quietly or stormily, 'and the Genoese of to-day 
live and act as if they had thousands of years yet to 
come, and a day, a week, or year was of no a<x50unt. 
Why hurry, with whole centuries yet of time ? 

For this very reason, perhaps, G^noa is such a 
picturesque and pleasing city. Spared largely from 
the destructive rush of travel, it preserves somewhat 
of its mediaeval flavor, and retains the charm of dis- 
tinctive sight and sound which all European cities are 
losing so fast. 
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It is hard to describe Genoa and its unique life and 
ways to the American mind used to regularity and 
construction. You live here from tradition; your 
houses, your streets, are all handed down from cen- 
turies. You only accept them ; you are not responsi- 
ble for them or expected to account for them. There 
is no city surveyor with a whole digest of brand-new 
municipal ordinances. No two streets run parallel, and 
no one street runs for any length in one direction. No 
two houses stand on the same line. No wall even stands 
perpendicular. The windows appear where they have 
a mind to; the doors are mere holes in the wall at any 
place, behind a buttress or around an angle. I chose 
for my temporary residence ." the Hotel of the Cross 
of Malta,^^ an old historic pile, consecrated as the head- 
quarters, hundreds of years ago, of the Knights of 
Malta, who gathered here to plan their campaigns and 
embark for the Holy Land. Hardly any two rooms 
have exactly the same level. The floors are hopelessly 
involved, and strange doors tempt you to mysterious 
passages at every corner. The place is yet lordly in 
its lowered uses. Corridors of marble stairways lined 
with exotic plants and flowers greet your entrance. 
You dine and read and smoke in noble rooms twenty 
feet high, frescoed by great artists, and whose walls 
are heavy with historic pictures. Statues of great men 
in bronze and marble look down on you from pedestals 
and niches at every turn. As a matter of fact, Scipio 
Africanus was the first figure which met my eyes as I 
entered this hotel, and he presided, grave and thought- 
ful, while I watched the transfer of my baggage and 
bargained for rooms. 

This communion of the great dead with the little 
living is a feature of Italy. At the railway depot in 
Turin I awaited the lazy pleasure of the custom-house 
officials in a magnificent hall thirty feet high, frescoed 
with lovely Cupids and grotesque Bacchuses, larger 
than life, lit with clusters of handsome chandeliers, and 

24 
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paved with marble. The other side of the picture was 
that this ducal palace of a depot was cold and chilly. 
But one-sixteenth of the jets were lighted, and the 
place was so dismally gloomy you could hardly read 
your ticket. A guard stood at each door of this room, 
and at every possible entrance or doorway in the really 
vast station-building, and effectually prevented any 
rapidity of movement. 

The streets of old Genoa range from three feet to 
twenty in width. Of course, sunlight never strikes 
the flagstones of the tliree-feet avenues. They must 
be delightful summer resorts, but at this time are rather 
chilly, even when some parts of the town are bright 
with warm sunshine and redolent with exotic perfumes. 
My own room in this aristocratic old hotel has proba- 
bly never seen the sunshine for five hundred years. 
When I want sunlight I do as I suppose the old 
Knights of Malta did, — go out and find it on the hills 
or open piazzas, where the (jrenoese eat confections and 
drink the Falernian wines so thoroughly advertised by 
Horace. 

In these narrow streets, which close in on each other 
like Colorado cafions, and where the houses, which, 
kept at a formal distance on the first floor, kiss each 
other at the roofs, fountains splash dreamily all day, 
and the venders of small wares transact their business 
in song, exactly as in the representation of an opera. 
All day long and far into the night tenor, baritone, and 
chorus snatches float into my room, now swelling, now 
dying away in faint echoes. It is the work of Genoa, 
tne rhythmic labor of Italy, the chant of the poor peo- 
ple working hard for their daily macaroni. It does 
not seem to us as if work thus set to music and carried 
on by refrain could be very onerous, and perhaps it is 
not; although it is certainly ceaseless, but it does not 
matter much. There is very little work to do, and very 
many to do it, and the man who hurried through a day's 
work in an hour would only be idle the rest of the day. 
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Out of the window just opposite mine, and only a 
/ew feet from it, all day long there lolls an Italian girl, 
beautiful, dirty, lazy, badly dressed, and always eating 
something. Priest and soldier and beggar and donkey 
and tourist and sailor flow on beneath in a steady 
stream to slow music. She gazes listlessly on the hu- 
man current forever, but takes no human interest in it, 
and shows signs of intelligent life but about once every 
half-hour, when she retires to a cupboard to fill her 
pockets again with cake. It is Italy,— only the bulk of 
the people do not have cake, and get along with garlic. 

There is everything in Genoa to make the place 
quaint and grotesque. Not only do the dark and nar- 
row streets refuse to run anywhere with certainty, and 
curve and wind and twist with labyrinthine complex- 
ity, but they run under and over each other. Occa- 
sionally a great church tower or spire serves as a land- 
mark or beacon for a few minutes, but it, too, is soon 
lost behind a hill or under some huge meiliseval wall, 
and the situation is more hopeless than ever. It is 
useless to attempt to know the streets or find one's way. 
The Genoese do it by tradition, but for a stranger it is 
lost time. When I go out I only walk and walk and 
walk among sights and sounds ever new and shifting, 
and when I am tired hire a small boy or a large man 
— it is immaterial which — to lead me back to my hotel. 
This service, from boy or man, costs exactly five mills. 
In fact, five mills is a very respectable sum here, and 
with a pocket full of copper centesimi one feels rather 
princely. 

In truth, it is very sad to see what a copper coin 
will do in Italy. It is the only money many of the 
people ever see. I have had small shopkeepers refuse 
to take gold because they did not know what it was. 
We in America — in Colorado, Nevada, and California 
—decline daily to take in change the sums which 
would support a poor Italian in comparative comfort. 
Could there be any stronger contrast ? 
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In fact, amid all the quaintness and picturesque effect 
of Italy, so pleasing to the passing stranger, it is a de- 
pressing reflection ever recurring that it is all the result 
and evidence of an awful poverty, — a poverty which 
the average American is so fortunate that he cannot 
comprehend. For the unhappy Italian, however, of 
the lower class, it is his only inheritance and the only 
l^acy he can hope to leave his children. Yet, withal, 
he sings through life like the plantation negro of 
American tradition, but his song, as the slave's was, is 
largely a moan, a minor monotone like the endless cur- 
rent of the ocean. Better a thousand times the crude, 
prosaic comfort of our prairie settler than the poetic 
squalor of Italy, — ^the hopeless slavery of misery and 
want. 

It is strange, however, how the result of centuries of 
ignorance and poverty and oppression is to make a land 
outwardly picturesque and beautiful. In all Genoa 
there is hardly a point from which every view is not a 
picture. You stand anywhere in the old streets, turn 
in any direction, and you wish you had the painter's 
pencil. There is a poetic effect of the lines of the 
buildings as well as in the movement and pose of the 
people, and when you add the skies of Italy and the 
fruits, flowers, and perfumes of the Mediterranean, life 
is a poem, and you feel as if it might be better to live 
here in bodily poverty than to exist elsewhere under 
colder suns and a less sympathetic nature. 

Nevertheless, this loveliness is all on the outside. 
An army of priests hold the land in spiritual subjec- 
tion, and heavy siege-guns frown on all the walls. 
Genoa, in fact, is a huge fortress, compared with which 
our heaviest fortifications in war times were but toys. 
Here, as all over Europe, you see heavy artillery 
mounted in the parks, sweeping the beautiful fields 
and the busy streets. Between cathedrals and cannon 
the people have had a poor chance, and their condition 
after centuries of this kind of guardianship proves it. 
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Cardinal Wiseman, in his writings of years ago, 
claimed especial credit for Italy on the point of her 
free schools, — conducted by the Church, of course. 
Last Sunday I saw in several churches what we would 
call a Sabbath-school, and the sight was so novel and 
different from our own that I thought its description 
would be interesting. 

Hearing music in the cathedral church of San 
Lorenzo— the great church here — as I was passing it 
about four o'clock in the afternoon, I entered. It was 
80 dark you could hardly distinguish human figures at 
first, the wax lights being mere fire-flies in the vast 
vaulted arches, and the long rows of columns interfer- 
ing with even their feeble light. Slowly the eye, how- 
ever, adjusted itself, the shadowy forms became visible, 
and one could find his way about Some fifty priests 
and choristers were chanting a low, wailing music, and 
with them, out of recesses from every side and aisle, 
joined the voices of the congregation. The service 
here is, so far as I have seen, largely congregational, 
and the Italians being good singers, the effect is artis- 
tically pleasing, as well as devotional. 

During this service, which was jast closing, I dis- 
covered that a general interest seemed to centre in the 
middle of the church, where a crowd was gathered. 
Moving over to it, I found some thirty children ranged 
on two lines of rude wooden benches, facing inwards. 
At each end on chairs, and facing each other, sat two 
teachers, elderly gentlemen of benign countenance and 
in priestly vestments. Around the children, who were 
all of the poorer class, knelt or stood a crowd of their 
relatives and friends, their mothers, their grandparents, 
their sisters, their cousins, and their kindly neighbors. 
Some private soldiers in uniform were among the 
group, and other soldiers, with their swords on, were 
kneeling praying near us. A vender of soap and 
matches had brought in his basket of wares and knelt 
by it, praying half audibly. Three ladies, well dressed 
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and of Italian face and figure, came in, took the group 
in at a glance, casting a momentary look of curiosity 
at the foreign-dressed stranger, and then dropped down 
on their knees in the outskirts of the crowd, with their 
backs to it, however, and facing some minor altar, and 
in a moment were deeply absorbed in their own prayers. 
Near by, a black-eyed baby was dabbling its little hand 
in the holy-water fountain, its sister and nurse, a laugh- 
ing girl of about fifteen, trying to teach it to cross itself 
properly. 

As the singing ceased and the altar force marched 
out in procession — ^an ecclesiastical military company 
— the teaching began. The children stood up and 
answered such questions as were put to them. There 
were no books use^l. One of the teachers seemed to be 
a superior of some kind inspecting the work, and what 
was probably the stated teacher frequently prompted 
his pupils. In answer to some question, one of the 
little ones made some reply which I did not under- 
stand. Both the priests, or teachers, smiled kindly, 
and a good-natured laugh broke out from the entire 
crowd. This crowd, some kneeling, some sitting on 
the floor, some standing, as was easiest, and a number 
of them women with infants in their arms, took the 
liveliest interest in what was going on. A murmur 
of applause often rewarded some of the children for 
good and ready answers, and when a child could not 
answer or was confused, a look of mortification and 
wounded pride always came over the little group of 
friends and supporters at its back. 

The instruction was thoroughly conversational and 
kindly, but intelligent and earnest. The scene was 
picturesque and pretty, and you felt the work was 
doing good. You could not but wonder, however, at 
its small sco|)e compared with the population and the 
dignity of tlie machinery. Genoa is a town of over 
one hundred and sixty thousand souls. San Lorenzo 
is its cathedral. Attached to tiiis cathedral there is 
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an ecclesiastical force which no Protestant church ever 
has, yet the Bethany Sunday-school in Philadelphia 
every Sunday brings more children under instruction 
than are taught in all Grenoa for a month, if last Sunday 
was any metre. There were about thirty in the 
cathedral, and from forty to fifty more in each of two 
other churches I visited. 

There is something inexplicable to us in the devo- 
tion of the Latin mind. No incongruity of outward 
circumstances seems to disturb or affect it. There is 
no consciousness of sight, sound, or smell when once 
the Italian drops down to pray. Things that would 
affect us as physically intolerable, or that we would 
resent as profene intrusion, they do not seem to be even 
conscious of. Children play on the floors and creep 
around among the groups of worshippers, or right 
under the pulpit, while the priest is preaching. Men 
and women come and go, mutter half-audible prayers, 
kneel and pray in all directions, facing the altar of 
their choice ; but as long as there is no very loud noise 
and intentional display of irreverence, it seems to dis- 
turb no one. We would insist on better outward order 
at a political meeting. 

In this beautiful and picturesque city, where every 
view is a scene striking with arches and terraces and 
statuary and ruined walls; where the air is redolent 
with the perfumes of almond and magnolia and orange; 
where brilliant flowers flash from half-concealed gardens 
and droop down from balconies and towers; where 
light-hearted people, clad in tlie brightest of colors, go 
singing all the day long; where the altars of the 
churches are set with stage effect, and in them music 
rolls and surges from morning to night; where the 
streets, crowded with priests and soldiers in contrasting 
uniforms, with ragged muleteers and laughing children, 
present the effect of a continuous carnival, you cannot 
for the life of you avoid the feeling that the whole 
thing is a play, an elaborate and well-produced opera, 
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whose scenic effects will dissolve, and whose music will 
hush with the near tinkling of the call-bell as the cur- 
tain drops. Nevertheless, these people have been living 
this life for centuries, and their fathers, who were like 
them, have done some great things. The Italians of 
to-day are great grown-up children. They have the 
happy carelessness of children and their outward aban- 
don, — ^their love for the beautiful, their enjoyment of 
the moment, their unselfish kindness and sympathy. 

It is hard for us, perhaps, to understand them or 
give them due credit for what they can do. With all 
their immense superiority to us in politeness, in 
thoughtfulness and personal culture, they reveal, at 
times, a practical side which, under equal conditions, 
might prove them to be our equals in even that practi- 
cal development of which we are so proud, and which 
exists with us along with so much of coarseness and 
vulgarity. They have an excellent and efiicient army, 
the result of discipline and organization. Their rail- 
ways are so much better administered than those of 
France that you feel the difference the moment you 
cross the border. I have not often been in a better- 
managed or more thoroughly well-ordered hotel than 
that in which I write to-day, and regret to leave to- 
morrow. In all these matters of physical achievement 
they are our equals. In the higher culture of mind 
and heart, in the thousand amenities of life which 
make human association pleasant and agreeable, they 
are immeasurably our superiors. 

In all their common life they carry out the desire to 
please in a wonderful manner. The railway depot at 
this place, for instance, is not an altered palace, as are 
many public buildings here, but was built by the com- 
pany for its own use. Its conception, however, is not 
that of a shed as is the conventional American mam- 
moth depot. It is a noble hall. You sit in waiting- 
rooms twenty-five feet high or more, frescoed and 
panelled with excellent painting, and the front of the 



GENOA. 285 

building, in the effect of its rich carvings and marble 
columns, is more imposing than the Academies of Music 
and opera-houses of our large cities. It is, too, very 
spacious, thoroughly well arranged and adapted for ite 
special use. In many of the banks and buildings for 
business offices you find interior courts of most artistic 
effect, well lighted, warm with rich flowers, cool and 
musical with sparkling fountains, and elaborate with 
carving and statuary. 

As it is a gateway into Italy, one of the most striking 
impressions of Genoa is the profusion of statuary and 
carving which here begins to meet you. Most of the 
old palaces have fine work on the fronts, and it be- 
comes more elaborate and imposing inside, where mag- 
nificent halls and massive stairways, whose entrance 
is very frequently a pair of colossal, crouching lions, 
lead from Toom to room and floor to floor. In the 
streets, the very walls of the common houses, particu- 
larly at the corners and over the doorways, at odd 
angles and in curious niches over little shops you find 
the images of an innumerable army of saints, the effi- 
gies often set up in the fashion of a little altar. 
Through the hotels and banks, and public buildings 
of every kind, are the statues of great men, modern 
and old. All this besides the churches and parks and 
cemeteries and public gardens, which are crowded with 
rare and costly works. It is this wealth of marble, 
pure and white, and shaped with exquisite art, that has 
justly won for this city its well-merited title, "Genoa 
la Superba." 

Genoa. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

PISA. 

Entering into Tuscany — Tuscan Civilization — Quattbo 
Fabbriche — The Civic Republics — National Baptis- 
tries — Grotesque Carving and Frescoes — The Artist's 
License in the Cathedrals — Pisa of History and of 
To-day. 

At Pisa you enter on the Tuscan civilization, tlie 
glory of modern Italy, — and modem here means the 
last thousand years, for these Italians were learned and 
accomplished people when our Saxon forefathers were 
rude savages, — when England was a forest filled with 
warring tribes, and the Howards were " hog- wards." 
It was to Italy that Milton came for travel and polite 
education when his own country was so rude that it 
was a question whether to write for it in its own tongue. 
It was from Italy that Shakespeare borrowed plots and 
thoughts when he would seek a higher plane of civili- 
zation than Tudor England afforded. In fact, until 
within a very brief time English literature has regularly 
fed from the crumbs of the table of Italy. It has been 
the school of letters, manners, and art for the modern 
world. 

Pisa is a railway junction where five roads centre. 
This is equivalent to about ten in the United States, 
and consequently the traveller need take no thought of 
how to get there. He will be coming to it all the time, 
and can always have half a day there and will often 
be forced to stop over several hours. Happily the 
railway restaurant is very good, carriages abound at a 
franc or two an hour, and the wonderful Qiiattro Fab- 
briche are very near. Time need never hang heavily 
on one^s hands, and the beautiful cathedral, with its 



PISA. 287 

close of glittering white architecture, looks handsomer 
every time it is seen. 

Pisa itself is rather a modern-looking town com- 
pared with many of Tuscany. It has no city gates, for 
instance, nor massive encircling walls, but lies open on 
the plains, while at Sienna, Orvieto, Rome itself, and 
many others you enter through huge gates, with 
ponderous doors which swing heavily open or shut, 
and are in real use. At Rome the gates remain open 
until toward midnight, but in some of the country 
towns they close at eight or nine o'clock ; and once shut 
for the night they never open till morning. Should 
any one linger without until after this hour he stays out. 
Fortunately there is little outside of the walls of an Ital- 
ian town to tempt a stranger either to ramble or linger. 

It happens for the ease and instruction of tourist and 
student that all that is best in Pisa is summed up in 
the celebrated Four Buildings, which are grouped in 
one spot, — a miniature quadrilateral of architecture, — 
and which, taken together, afford an admirable intro- 
ductory study of Tuscan art and architecture, as thej 
are representative and finished specimens of the style. 

These buildings are the great Cathedral of Pisa, the 
famous liCaning Tower, which is a detached tower of 
exquisite symmetry, raised for the purpose of swinging 
the cathedral bells; a huge Baptistry, and a walled 
Holy Field, or cemetery. All the buildings are of pure 
white marble, of faultless design and masterly finish, 
and together constitute a group which is witliout equal 
in the world. They illustrate well, too, the wealth 
which, in the Middle Ages, was lavished on church- 
buildings, and the splendor and elaborateness of their 
establishment. Of this splendid group, each one of 
which is a masterpiece, taking rank among the great 
buildings of the world, the Cathedral is, of course, the 
centre ; all the others are mere adjuncts to it. 

The Leaning Tower, or Campanile, is simply a de- 
tached belfry. This was the customary way of build- 
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ing them in the Middle Ages. There are many such 
in Italy, and one, at least, is now extant in England, — 
at Elstow. The Baptistn' is a colossal font under ite 
own separate building. It was a medisevat usage that 
all the baptisms in the Republic should take place, not 
in the several churches, but at the Cathedral. Hence 
arose rather a necessity for a separate building for this 
special use, and very naturally an imposing provision 
for the rite. Specimens of these national fonts remain 
at Florence and Pistoja. The Campo Santo is but a 
graveyard, but this one is walled with costly statuary, 
and the burial-ground made with numberless shiploads 
of earth brought from Jerusalem. At Florence there 
is the same magnificent equipment for the cathedral 
church there, — the Campanile, — a square tower, rank- 
ing as the first of its kind in the world. 

And when this wonderful endowment of a single 
cathedral is considered, it must be remembered, too, 
that Pisa is a small pkce. It has but twenty-six thou- 
sand inhabitants, and is the centre of a district of about 
fifty thousand people only. Nevertheless, the Pisans, al- 
though a little, have been a mighty people. They were 
great soldiers and sailors in their day, and their physical 
enei^ was always animated by the force of education 
and high culture. There was, therefore, little of lost 
power in their development, and thus they carried their 
arms into all parts of the world, and their name into 
history. At one time they dominated Italy, and through 
it the world, displaying military and executive genius 
of the highest kind. The Bonaparte family was of 
Tuscan descent, and although Napoleon came on the 
field when the glory of Pisa was but tradition, he 
seems to have only gathered up and renewed in himself 
what was once a common inheritance of Tuscan blood. 

It is no wonder, therefore, that the Pisans are proud 
of their city and its history. Indeed, Italian history, 
up to to-day, is but the record of a brilliant constella- 
tion of civic republics. There has never been a na- 
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tional growth. Its life has been municipal, and there- 
fore limited. This spirit exists yet. The Pisan, the 
Genoese, the Venetian, the Milanese look on each other 
as foreigners. They have been fighting with each 
other for a thousand yoars, and Italian unity to-day is, 
therefore, a conception rather than a growth. The 
Pisan's instinctive allegiance is to Pisa, the Genoese to 
Genoa, just as with us the Virginian's first impulse is 
to Virginia, the Carolinian's to Carolina. The greater 
idea of a nation is yet to come. Moreover, our State 
rights doctrine is but the fruit of a hundred years of 
rude, provincial existence. The city independence and 
individuality of Italy is the growth of a thousand years 
of culture, power, and glorious tradition. We must 
recognize this historic fact when we would appreciate 
properly the wonderful politicjil ability which has brought 
about the unification of Italy and made it a nation. 

The Pisa of to-day sleeps in rest and beauty after 
the toil and achievement of centuries. A summer's 
sunlight floods the town, and the calm of the clear 
Arno spreads from street to street. The quiet of a 
New England Sunday broods over the place, and the 
picturesque inhabitants, poor but robed with a Tuscan 
wealth of color, hardly seem to move. They stand 
around like artistically-grouped figures in tableaux. 
Indeed, the worship of the tortoise seems to have pre- 
vailed at Pisa at some time. On the bronze doors of 
this church, rich in rare and costly work, the tortoise 
figures again and again, the legend, " tardo aed tvtoy^ 
engraven over his elaborately-recorded exploits. It is 
hard always to trace in their time-stained and quaint 
figures the incidents of the long story, but the bottom 
of a door generally winds up with a complacent, self- 
satisfied tortoise, sitting or sleeping calmly some paces 
in advance of a very demoralized and apologetic-look- 
ing stag. In the shop-windows, too, all over the town 
are alabaster and marble figures of the contented deity. 

What the legend may be I do not know, but the moral 
V i 36 
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has worked its way into the life of Pisa. The worship 
has had fruition, and the Pisan of to-day has been 
absorbed into the soul of his divinity. 

On entering Italy one immediately begins to come 
on traces of that singular marriage of impiety and 
religion which so strongly characterizes the Middle 
Ages. A traveller tells of finding in an old shop a 
solid carved crucifix of costly work and worn and 
stained by long use. On touching a concealed spring 
there shot out from the long arm of the cross a mur- 
derous knife. It is mediaeval Italy all over. It was 
in this town of Pisa, I tlxink, that a verger, unlocking 
the chancel-railings, took me to the rear of the great 
altar and showed a nude Eve, of life-size, temptetl by 
the serpent. The picture was a fine painting, but so 
impure and suggestive that it was considerately kept 
covered where only priests could study it. 

This shameless profanation of the churches, which is 
not uncommon, seems to have been, in part, owing to a 
singular license enjoyed by the builders and artists, who 
were allowed to carve or paint almost anything they 
pleased, and who used this freedom to its widest stretch. 
Often their work took the form of satire, often it is 
merely grotesque and vulgar. Sometimes the entire 
meaning is lost for us. On a famous church door at 
Verona there is carved a figure of a pig clad in priestly 
canonicals and reading out of a breviary. In the judg- 
ment-hall at Pistoja, facing the seat of the judges, there 
is a fox robed in the judicial ermine. , Much of this 
satire is coarse in the extreme, even to obscenity, but, 
after reading the literary efforts in this direction of Eras- 
mus, who was a polished and cultivated man of his 
time, one need not be surprised at anything from 
unknown and nameless lampooners. 

What is stranger to our sense is the use of the cathe- 
dral for such purposes. It was, evidently, the Punch 
or Pv^k of those ages, where, among saints and angels 
and by noble tombs, the comic artists of the day carved 
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their satire^ their censure, and their fun; and all uf it 
very rough to our gentler life. That there were some 
limits to this strange license is seen in the fact that 
these odd extravagances are generally partly hidden, 
being, as a rule, found in dark recesses or under the 
capitals of columns, or only traceable with difficulty in 
the secondary lines of frescos, and not visible at all, 
perhaps, to the careless observer. A favorite field for 
these grotesque carvings is under the carved seats of 
the stalls in the choir. 

Although sleeping in a century that has no more 
meaning for it, Pisa itself, outside of its marble wonders, 
is a place full of quiet beauty and picturesque attraction 
for the American stranger. Here, travelling from the 
North, he, probably for the first time, comes on a town 
where all society is strictly classed, and the classi- 
fication emphasized by uniforms on the street. The 
women are all dark and beautiful in their black lace 
and veils. The priests are those of Northern Italy, 
intellectual in their countenances and looking clean 
and gentlemanly in their black-silk stockings and 
silver shoebuckles, — alas, how different from their 
Southern brothers! The gentlemen wear cloaks in 
brigand fashion. The laboring-men are picturesque 
in clean blue blouses, and their wives in all the bright 
colors of the rainbow. Then comes the army, the 
handsome infantry-officers in soft blue and white, and 
the swaggering bersaglieri (sharpshooters) in their 
rolling bandit hats and plumes of black-cock feathers. 

In the great cathedral at Pisa hangs a massive bronze 
lamp — ei group of four figures suspended at a vast 
distance from the ceiling — which, tradition says, gave 
Galileo the hint of the pendulum. It is not an eccle- 
siastical relic, but is a shrine of a good deal of interest. 
My guide told me, with only half-repressed irritation, 
that the English people always asked after it, and he 
seemed to regard this conduct as an eccentricity hardly 
exciusable, even in the barbarian forestieri. I think he 
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knew the whole history of GaJileo, and considered him 
yet a dangerous man. But, in spite of his qualms of 
conscience, he had learned that not an altar in all the 
cathedral was so prolific of barbarian fees. So he took 
the heretic silver, and balanced his account with an 
extra prayer or two. 

The corridors of grand pillars in this splendid house 
of God are trophies of war brought away by the Pisans 
in their conquests in many lands when Pisa was mis- 
tress of the seas and her ships brought tribute from 
almost every foreign shore. The cathedral itself is a 
monument in honor of a great naval victory had near 
Palermo, and most of the churches commemorate 
triumph by sea or land against Turk or rival Italian 
cities. The idea of building a church as the monument 
of a field of blood is something that has passed out of 
our American civilization. We could hardly consecrate 
a cathedral of Gettysburg or a church of the Holy 
Field of Shiloh, or dedicate an altar to Our Lady of 
Stone River, but all Europe is full of just such monu- 
ments. And they could build their temples with pil- 
laged columns and marbles, adorn them with plundered 
statues, and, if need be, sanctify the altar with the 
stolen body of an apostle. 
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AUi throagh the interior of Italy there are interest- 
ing cities — towns of from fifteen thousand to forty^ 
thousand inliabitants — \Fliicli are more striking in 
their general effect than Rome, or Genoa, or Naples, or 
Milan, or any of the cities of travel, and more really 
instructive in the way of picturing vividly the mediieval 
life of Europe. These towns have been kept unspotted 
from the world. The eager currents of modem life 
have never poured through them, and they stand the 
spared monuments of ages gone by. 

Of all this group of quaint towns, there is none more 
curious or picturesquely representative than Siena, — a 
name which is to many, perhaps, only a vague recol- 
lection, the faint memory of a footnote in some history 
of art or dictionary of dates. Nevertheless, it was once 
a grand factor in European history, — a centre of art 
and civil freedom which died out together; then a 
theatre of fierce passions, intestinal wars, tragedie 
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B lifeless quiet of exhaustion. 

As the modern railway carries you out of the dreary 
sepulchre of the Roman Cam|)agna, and into the gar- 
landed and smiling fields of Tuscany, that pleasing 
land flowing with oil and wine, you see afar off what 
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seems to be a huge fortress, throwing out its battle- 
mented turrets sharply against the sky. As you draw 
nearer the heavy walls lengthen and broaden and 
divide into the lines of a town. It is Siena, — ^a solid 
mass of masonry set on the steep, sharp crest of a hill 
bristling with bastions and frowning towers. Nearly 
all of the mediaeval towns are so placed. They were 
simply fortified camps, and in times when warfare was 
carried on by hand-weapons the natural site of a fixed 
camp was the highest hilltop in the neighborhood. 
From that point it commanded all the country in sight. 
This was the origin of the castle, — casteUum meaning, 
etymologically, a little camp, — and in time, by the law 
of the survival of the fittest, the best-located castle be- 
came the city. 

As a consequence of this hilltop location, the rail- 
ways in Central Italy usually do not go into any town, 
the grades being simply impossible, but land- you at a 
depot bearing the town name, and sometimes some four 
miles away from it. The hill itself is often shaved 
down on all sides, so that its native rock may form not 
only the foundation, but part of the outer walls, of the 
town which crowns its crest. The smooth face of this 
wall may thus be one hundred feet in perpendicular 
height, and one often cannot tell what part is built 
masonry and what part natural rock. 

In the case of Siena it is a little better. The train, 
by a powerful effort, backs up a zigzag something like 
the celebrated approach to the great St. Louis bridge 
in our country, and lands you within a mile of the 
town. 

At this outside depot you are received in state. The 
daily ceremony of going to this station, by which Siena 
touches the outer world, is, I think, a solemn form ob- 
served with religious care. I was the only hotel pas- 
senger on the express train, and I am inclined to think 
the arrivals of that day were a little above the average. 
Two four-horse vehicles, stately and black, were drawn 
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ap in line at the gate of the yard. The f . roe of guards 
and porters and station-men were far more rigid in 
their demeanor and leas cheerful in their manner and 
movements than a body of average Italian priests and 
ecclesiastics officiating at mass. When I approached 
the gold-laced and uniformed official in charge of one 
of the funereal wagons, handed him my baggage receipts, 
and told him I was going to honor "The Grand Hotel 
of the ROyal Black Eagle'' with my presence, he 
seemed staggered and stunned at the unwonted sound, 
and by the magnitude of the responsibility so suddenly 
cast upon him. Recovering from the shock, however, 
he very soon directed some one else, who in turn ordered 
still another, to go and get my trunks, and in due time 
everything was accomplished decently and in order. I 
entered my hearse-like carriage of state, the empty om- 
nibus drove off slowly in silence and dignity, three 
officials mounted my wagon, the procession moved de- 
corously up the hill towards the town, the gates of the 
train-yard were softly closed, the station-men sank 
back in repose, and the quiet of a Sabbath fell upon 
the Siena depot. 

About half a mile up you enter the walls of the 
town, and as the great iron gates close behind you this 
world is shut out, — the nineteenth century, the life 
that you know. You are shut in with the fourteenth 
century. You feel an unknown sensation in which the 
whole life of the mediaeval times envelops you, — takes 
possession of you. You are in an un buried Pompeii of 
the Middle Ages. 

It LS, indeed, a most singular and wonderful study. 
Here is a massive city, full of stately palaces, grand 
churches, softly-splashing fountains, spacious squares 
paved with fine stones and ornamented with beautiful 
columns, its streets thronged with people, — children are 
at play, men move in their shops, soldiers stand guard 
before the palaces, priests silently steal along the ways, 
— but the city is dead, absolutely dead, to all that we 
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call life and to all that we know. It has, so far as we 
can see, no meaning or place in this world now. It 
exists — these people live and move and have their daily 
being — ^solely by the impulse of a force originally pro- 
jected in the Middle Ages, and which, never renewed, 
is lessening every day. 

Siena is a segment of the Middle Ages projected into 
the nineteenth century, and held there like a fly in 
amber. Let us look a little more closely at the wonder- 
ful picture. Siena is to-day an inland town of some 
twenty-three thousand or twenty-five thousand inhabi- 
tants, — about the size of Lancaster, in Pennsylvania. 
Hundreds of years ago it had a population of over one 
hundred thousand souls, — busy men of action, soldiers at 
a time when arms was the great profession, artists of first 
fame in the world, learned priests and scholars, powerful 
citizens, merchante trading over all the seas, architects, 
builders, worJcers of every kind. These people built 
their city and their houses for defence and for eternity, 
with walls from three to twenty feet thick, and they 
are all there yet. Consequently, the Sienese of to-day 
live in castles and palaces almost for nothing, and the 
town remains a perfect mediaeval picture. It is more 
than a picture : it is a survival. 

Once inside of Siena, closed in its narrow streets 
paved with smooth, flat stones joined as regularly as 
the masonry of the walls that rise up abruptly almost 
within arm's-length on each side of you, one never sees 
the green fields or the sky, except as a thin line of blue 
or soft gray directly overhead. In the night-time there 
is seen likewise only a segment of the stars. It is a 
gloomy, sombre city of heavy shadows and cool, moist 
atmosphere, — ^an atmosphere that breathes forever over 
stone and cold marble. You see no woodwork in the 
streets, save, perhaps, an occasional ponderous door, — 
a modern injection and anachronism. The palaces join 
each other and face on the narrow, irregular streets in 
long lines as do our houses, but every house is a fort- 
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resa, built of massive masonty, — sometimes buttressed, 
— iia walls capable of resisting caanon. The great 
Btooes are firmly set one on aud in another till the 
whole looks like a natural rock. Solid atone benches 
often stand along the front of the house in the street- 
way. There are no windows, but only apertures cov- 
ered with immense wrought-iron grates, and these are 
very sparing. To the side of each window and door 
on the lower floor are fastened huge iron spikes, from 
each one of which hangs a great ring, also of tough 
wrought-iron. Intelligent Italians of this day could 
not tdl me the ancient use of these fastenings, and for 
a time they were mysterious puzzles. History seems 
to show that they were used to stretch great chains 
across tlie street in times of fighting. 

It is imposuble to describe the monumental appear^ 
ance of old Siena, or bow these ponderous, castellated 
dwellings call up the life and Iceend of medieval time. 
These houses have seen tragedies within and troubles 
without Men have scaled and stormed them; meu 
have been flung dead and living from their frowning 
windows ; seditions, revolutions, and riots have streamed 
around their base. But through all changes, conspira- 
cies, revolts, plunder, confiscation, barbarous revenges, 
depopulation, crime, and fierce passions within, lawless- 
ness and violence without, their great walls, gigantic, 
gloomy, severe, have stood passionless and impartial, 
like the gods of the classic pagans. Every stone seems 
to tell of the frightful tragedies, the play of ungovern- 
able passion, the wild license, the desperation of hu- 
manity, in the dense darkness of the night of supersti- 
tion, which make even the reading of medieeval history 
BO stifling and oppressive, 

Siena seems to have been forgotten of history, and 
allowed to stand untouched iu tJie stream of time as its 
currents washed out almost all over Europe the traces 



298 NORTHERN ITALY. 

of trade had changed, and it was left out of the world 
of commerce and human relations. A new art, a new 
religion, a new system of government, had come up, and 
the world knew it no more. It had nothing to give, 
and dropped out of human care or thought. It was a 
two days' journey by horse or carriage, through an un- 
defended country, and men did not come near it. So 
it remained unchanged. Even now its isolation is 
curiously strange. It has lived so long out of the 
world that with a railway at its door it cannot come in. 
It has no sympathies with our modern life, and our 
blood will not flow into its corpse. There are but two 
great hotels, — that is, hotels for the use of strangers. 
I was the first guest for a week at mine. I came alone, 
ate alone, sat alone in the empty chambers, went away 
alone. At Rome I had unfortunately left my Baede- 
ker, covering Central Italy, and was entirely without 
any detailed information as to the history of the place 
or local points of interest, only knowing of its great 
cathedral and its importance as an early school of art. 
I went out to buy anything that would help me 
through, either one of the standard guide-books or any 
local publication, but I could not find even a book-store. 
I have reason to believe from what I have learned since 
that there is now such a store in the place, but it is cer- 
tainly not conspicuous. All along the rather brilliant 
shops of the Corso or main street I searched for it in 
vain, and had to come away as poor as I entered. 
Again, in the stone-covered porch of the side entrance 
to the grand cathedral there were posted on the church 
walls, as is the custom in Italy, public notices, — some 
civil, some ecclesiastical. There were in all but some 
six. or eight on the wall, and one of them was dated 
as far back as 1870. Only one, I think, bore date of 
this year. Time has no more any meaning to Siena; a 
day is as a hundred years. 

It is the cathedral which the travellers that find Siena 



come to see, and it ie one of tli^ great churches of 
Europe, whether you view rt in itsell or in its relation 
to the history and development of art. This noble 
edifice was built in the thirteeoth century, iu the early 
Italiaii-Gotliic style, in many respects the most efFective 
order of church architecture. It made on me a much 
stronger and more jtleasing impression as a church than 
St. Peter's, which lias something of a jtolytheistic char- 
acter, — a pantheon for the modern mythology of Rome, 
— or than the handsome ball-room effect, inside and out, 
of the graceful Madeleine at Paris. 

In this remarkable church, which exists now just as 
it did five hundretl years ago, whichever way you look, 
long aisles of Gothic arched columns stretch away like 
the trees of the forest. Under them kneeling groups 
cluster, or entering worshippers move noiselessly for- 
ward like ants. So great is the grand nave, so wide 
the dark aisles, so high the fretted ceiling, that you do 
not hear the feet of rude men and woodeu-shod peasant 
women a-i they tramp the marble floor. The noble' 
dead of medieeval ages sleep iu their stone coffins about 
you in peaceful and eternal rest. The oi^n rolls, the 
clouds of incense float upward, and by their tombs the 
same rhythmic prayers ascend that these men heard 
here iu their lifetimes. All around in niches and 
chapels stand fine statues, not the m6rbid and ascetic 
work of a later period, but after the more human faslw 
ii)n of the antique, rejoicing in the beauty and loveliness 
of the human figure, Iu front, gainst a dark back- 
griiund of ancient, rich wood-carving panelling the 
walls and covering the stalls of the choir, stands out 
the great main altar, splendid in its mass of silver and 
its hundre<l lights, glittering with jewels and gleaming 
crosses, and the gold-worked robes of the priests, and 
you think of Jupiter come down to see Danee. The 
time lia» passed when religion can be taught or en- 
forced by dramatic effects. The testhetic fable of classic 
legend, and the lower theatrical splendors of the 
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medisBval altar, have both had their day, — ^have both 
served, perhaps, a useful purpose, and are both equally 
useless for good in this day and generation. 

In this old cathedral, where every quaint corner is a 
study, there is one very curious and striking feature 
of rare historical interest. We all know that in the 
earlier history of the Christian Church there was a 
peculiar veneration and honor for the pagan sibyls. 
They were held in great esteem, and perhaps some- 
thing more ; but just what were the honors paid them, 
or how far the respect verged on something higher, is 
not clear. A great saint, in a great hymn yet used in 
the burial-service of the Catholic Church, did not 
scruple to write, — 

" Testo David cum Sibylla/* 

Did they rank with the prophets ? Were they a 
little lower than the angels ? 

Here they are all in the great cathedral of Siena 
with the saints and martyrs, and their presentation is 
on such a large scale as to make them one of the dis- 
tinguishing features of the church. On the broad 
pavement of the two great aisles which flank the nave 
I found them all in colossal form. Their representa- 
tion is in fine and almost imperishable etching, — the 
etching done in white stone, inlaid in a surface of black 
marble. The designs are spirited, free, and strong, and 
the general effect very impressive. The sibyls them- 
selves — ten or twelve in number, as I remember — are 
all fine, large, comely women, most of them apparently 
about thirty-five, of full form and rounded contour. 
The figures are colossal, — about four times human size. 
Each sibyl has a brief legend in old script set in the 
black ground, giving her shadowy credentials ; some- 
times it is a sentence from an old classic, sometimes a 
monkish rescript, reciting the substance of her prophecy 
or foreshadowing. I much regret that I did not copy 
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these. Often they ran about thus : " The [Thracian] 
sibyl concerning whom [EpaminondasJ wrote." And 
that is about all we know of most of them. There 
they live in marble, the dead goddesses of two religions, 
and men have to-day only the faintest and most elusive 
traces of their being. 

The spirit of that easy-going catholicity of dassic 
Rome which accepted and assimilated the gods of all 
people lingered long in Italy. In the goodly fellow- 
ship of this impressive temple are Moses and Samson 
and Socrates, Solomon and Judas Maccabseus, and on . 
the pavement near the door, Hermes Trismegistos, — 
that mythical personage whose name carries one far 
back into the shadows of the morning seoiis. Hermes 
— Mercury — Thoth — the Lc^os of Egyptian tradition. 

In fact, this grand old cathedral, ont of the world 
now, sleeping in the tooI shades of history, is the most 
hospitable pantheon I have ever seen. It is a broad- 
church temple of mediseval faith, whose doors opened 
wider and more freely than anything in Anglican 
England to-day. There are no national limitations 
to its honors, and it has leape<l the bounds of any one 
religion. The gods and the heroes, the popes and the 
philosophers, the saints and the martyrs and the leaders, 
of many times and many people are gathered here ; 
and they rest among civic crests and municipal standards 
and flagstaffs and crucifixes carried in battle by the 
victorious Sienese six hundred years ago. 



302 NORTHERN ITALT, 

tative saints of Europe, and her curious story one of 
the best illustrative studies of mediaeval society and the 
mediaeval Church. And nowhere can it be studied to 
more advantage than in its natural setting, this quaint 
old town. 

Historically for the student^ politically for the 
thoughtful American citizen, Siena is a point of instruc- 
tive study, its rise and fall a lesson pregnant with 
interest. Hundreds of years ago, before the present 
states and governments of Europe were, it was a centre 
of learning, art, and civilization, — and it was a republic ! 
From the eleventh to the thirteenth centuries Pisa and 
Siena were the brightest stars in that brilliant historical 
constellation — ^the lost Republics of Italy. 

At that time they were the centre of a wonderful 
revival of art, the seats of a school of painting and 
sculpture, and particularly architecture, of fine charac- 
teristics and great promise, whose sudden appearance 
and equally sudden and complete disappearance have 
never been yet philosophically explained. It is one of 
the vexed problems of history. This period has been 
felicitously called " the Renaissance before the Renais- 
sance.'^ We know little of this interesting time, and 
cannot trust that, for it has been written by priests and 
monkish chroniclers who came into power over its 
ruins. This we do know, — that these little republics 
threw the morning rays of art and learning and pros- 
perity and modern civilization over Europe. Men 
built great cities, carved grand sculptures of force and 
originality, painted great paintings, traded ^vith distant 
lands, grew rich and powerful, and governed them- 
selves. There was freedom and glory and prosperity, 
but weakness somewhere, for in a brief time the priest 
took the place of the statesman, and night fell upon 
Europe. Then came the lethargic stupor of the Middle 
Ages, imbroken until the Reformation and the Renais- 
sance. 



This strange episode of this time is a social and 
political tragedy, — a catastrophe in the evohition of 
aiiman advancement. 

There is one record which remains to tell of the life 
of this fated people, — its architecture. That, fortu- 
nately, is impartial, accurate, and unimpeachable, for 
it ia itself the product and result of the national life, 
and it cannot be altered or tampered with. It is here 
that the cathedral of Siena l)ecorae8 of historic value, 
aa well as that of Orvieto and the wonderful group of 
buildings at Pisa, of which I have before written. 
The Pisa of to-day sleeps and is meaningless, but on 
its confines, in the little field which holds the famed 
cathedral, baptistery, campanile (Leaning Tower), and 
Campo Santo, the Pisa of history still lives in beauty 
and speaks with eloquence. 

The architecture and sculpture of this time, as it 
comes down to us, has a positive and distinctive char- 
acter. It is instinct with life, and freshness, and youth. 
Its material, pure white marble relievos, or the outlines 
emphasized sometimes in black, gives the work a pecu- 
liar delicacy and attraction, and not only admits but 
seems to demand the graceful ornamentation and rich- 
ness of finish which characterize the buildings of this 
period. They atxiund in airy colonnades, superim- 
posed, one row on another, in ranges of arches and 
arcades often raised into the air inlight and graceful 
columns multiplied and repeated and rejoicing in charm- 
ing 0>rinthian capitals and an affluence of leaves and 
flowers. The fa9ades of some of these churches are a 
wondrous mass of elegant figures, covering the whole 
front like a delicate veil of marble lace-work. In all 
this exuberance and wealth of ornament there is, of 
course, occasional crudity and immaturity, as there 
always must be in everything which has yet the power 
to grow, but you lose it all in the feeling of life and 
joyousness and freedom. The people who developed 
this style of architecture were in the youth of their 
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political state^ strong, active, buoyant, and full of the 
conscious pleasure of life and the sense of progress. 
There was freedom of individual action and civil liberty. 

They had a pleasure in the life and strength of the 
human body ; they delighted in depicting the beauty 
and symmetry of its form. Their art was the child of 
Greece as well as of the hardy Gothic North, and there 
is often a curious simplicity in the mixture of classic 
and Christian legend in their sculpture. Their churches 
are bright with statuary fashioned after the antique, 
light and graceful with an architecture of delicate lines 
and tracery that seem to float and carry up the build- 
ings into the air. They are lavishly dowered with 
ornament. All that is beautiful in art, all the treasures 
of wealth, have been poured into them without stint or 
measure, — ^lovely statues, precious stones, rare paintings, 
curiously-carved pulpits with whole lives of legend 
told in marble on their panels, altars that are solid 
masses of silver. The people who built these churches, 
so white and pure and delicate, had a cheerful religion, 
a faith of love and trust and hope. It was something 
that was the natural outgrowth and development of the 
sunshine and smiling fields of Tuscany, lustrous with 
the rich foliage of their olives, and wreathed and fes- 
tooned and garlanded with grapes. It was the natural 
incense of happy Italy ascending to heaven, — something 
very different from the slavish superstition and morbid 
religion that hang like a pall over this land to-day, 
when men have lost their sense of the living Christ in 
the worship of His dead body and of death. 

What might have been the future of Italy and of the 
Continent and of the world if this auspicious aurora of 
freedom had not been quenched ! How different might 
history have been if the republics of Tuscany instead of 
Rome had guided Italy 1 

And we too? It is the tragic fate of these early 
Italian republics which is the European argument 
against republicanism. Men of learning and experi- 



ence in the cooduct of affiiirs meet you with it all ths 
time when you challenge a discussion of our free insti- ' 
tutions and form of government. The dead republics 
of Italy — dead in thei'r youth — were relatively aa 
powerful as we are ; they carriefl their arms and comr 
merce over the known world. Their people were as 
prosperous as we are; they had more of learning and 
oaltivatiou and higher education. Bat — it is the ver- 
dict of history — their institutions and popular form of 
government tended to develop and bring into power 
the average and commonplace man. The state fell 
utider the control of this class of men, and went rapidly 
to pieces. Now, says the European statesman, "Are 
you in America not travelling the same road?" And 
it is a pretty hard question to answer. 
Siena. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 



ORVIETO. 



Thb Hill-bet Cities of Tdscahi — Asheb or the Middle 
AoES — A Palace Waitinq at Tks Francs a Day — 
MuDiATAL Crime and Paganism— Devotkb Service — The 

LEQKND-FAgADBD CaTHRDRAL OF OrTIETO^TSK EuROPEAK 

Cathbdralh — Sharp Contkast bbtwkbn the Buildinim 
AND THE Worship in Tbem — Vin on Pays op Orvieto — 
The Wines of Italy — A Good Bishop's Death— Est, Est, 
Est, or Monte Fiascosb— The Falkbnian Fields of 
Horace. 

OaviETO, like Siena, is the fortressed and castellated 
crown of a hill frowning with defiant bastions of solid 
rock, and with great gloomy gates that look treacher- 
ous and inauspicious. One almost fears to enter their 
black and yawning shadows, and recalls instinctively 
the venomous ferocities and merciless passions that 
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scorch the pages of Dnediaeval Italian history. But the 
gateways are unguarded now, the threatening parapets 
empty of helmet or weapon, the ditches dry and dusty 
and unclean with the foul refuse of a modern Italian 
town. To violence and the unbridled play of lust and 
fierce passions have succeeded exhaustion, extinction, 
ashes. Only the harmless form remains like the skele- 
ton fibre of a dead and worm-gnawed leaf. 

These hill-set cities, so distinctive and suggestive, are 
one of the charms of the lovely landscape of Tuscany, 
and Orvieto is one of the most picturesque and striking 
of them all, not even excepting Perugia. Its walls are 
steep and precipitous, sheering down for hundreds of 
feet, the solid masonry growing into the hewn tufa rock 
so that it cannot be seen where the one ends and the 
other begins. Its battlemented outlines stand clear- 
cut against the sky, grim walls and clusters of dungeon 
towers and open campanili and ascending masses of tall 
Italian dwelling-houses forming a fine gray setting for 
the white marble relief of the famed cathedral. At sun- 
set, when the slanting rays fall across the valley, light- 
ing up the gray tops with a glory, and flooding plain 
and sta^eam below with glowing color, it is a perfect 
picture. 

** The splendor falls on castle walls 

And snowy summits old in story ; 

The long light shakes across the lakes. 
******* 



— : They die in yon red sky ; 

They faint on hill or field or river." 

There is a shadowy, elusive sketch of Orvieto by 
Turner in his collection in the National Grallery in 
London, all slanting lines of sunset and dissolving 
landscape ; and it is very like, for the whole spirit of 
the scene is the spirit of Turner's genius. It is Tur- 
neresque : that best describes it. 

The picture of Orvieto, however, is all from the out- 
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Bide. Once inside, the streets are narrow, dirty, Jiean- 
inglesa, and hot. They are commooplace, too, for 
Tuscany, devoid of l^end and special monument^ full 
of smells, wretohedne&s, and uncleanness. The historic 
cathedral, brilliant in blaclc and white, is the sole mod- 
ern attraction. There are other churches in plenty, but 
they are shabby, uninteresting, and wanting in any 
special significance. 

Few strangers find Orvietn, for it is not a halting- 
place on the modem lines of travel ; nevertheless, the 
accommodations for the traveller are very good. He 
can have a whole palace to himself if he wants it, and 
a whole train of servants, at very little cost. Orvieto 
was once a powerful city and the home of the Guelplis, 
a family who bnilt their houses as strongholds and 
sorely needed that etyie of residence. It is now a deso- 
late town of a few thousand souls, but the strong rock- 
walled iiouses are all there yet, and the dwindled Or- 
vieto of to-day resembles a small boy struggling in his 
father's ulster. This effect is very general over all 
Italy. 

My hotel was a palace of past generations, desolate 
and pathetic in ilB sunken fortunes, but grand yet. 
The rooms were spacious and stately in height and pro- 
portions. The walls were pictured in bright color 
and moving design from top to bottom, — a great serial 
story in fresco that ran through halls and chambers; 
a t^e of lords and ladies, of love and wars, of olive- 
grovea and stormed fortresses, of banquets and knightly 
halls and fountains and blushing gardens, — a reminis- 
cence of Boccaccio, in fact. Along the solemn stair- 
ways, in the silent corridors and vast dining-hall, stood 
marble statues, looking so shut up and lonesome that 
it seemed as if they must speak at the dear sight of a 
human face. It was a whole lordly palace waiting for 
one, and glad to see its lord at ten francs a day. 

My bedchamber was a grand apartment on the first 
floor, so nobly high that you lost the demeaning sense 
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it there being any one domiciled above you, so long 
Jiat when you placed your two wax candles in one end 
)f the room you could not see the other. A glory of 
■omantic frescos, too, ran all around the spacious wails, 
[t was well appointed, also ; everything was clean and 
leat and fresh, 8"d my assiduous retainers were only 
lappy when thej were bringing in continuous cans of 
lot water. The baronial floors, however, were all of 
narble and bare stone, innocent of carpet, rug, or 
oatting, and there was no lock on the doors, — that had 
^ne with the centuries, — although some huge wrought- 
ron clamps and hasps t^howed that one of no little 
trength had once been necessary. The stone walls, 
lowever, were four or five feet thick, and gave an emi- 
lent feeling of securitv. 

The table was full and good, and even elaborate, 
vhile the service was excellent. It was more : it was 
levoted. The traditions of the centuries of the grand- 
lur and state of the house seemed to come down upon 
he dignified, stately old servant who officiated as but- 
er and. footman and garjon, and he did his beat to 
ueet the accumulated responsibilities. He stru^led 
oanfully to supply in himself the services of a whole 
etinue and conceal the deficiency of the troops of 
ervitors that once lined the hospitable halls. At my 
)rivate apartments he announced in stately form, "The 
linner is served, signer," and bent with grave obei- 
ance as I passed through the soli<l stone doorway. He 
lisappeared deftly, and as I approached the great door 
if the olddining-hall there he was again, drawn up in 
he shadowy similitude of two invisible lines of solemn 
botmen. I walked between him in serious state, and, 
ol he was behind my chair as I made ready to sit down 
o my solitary dinner, served under courtly frescos and 
tatuary and a wealth of drooping flowers. The efforts 
if this ancient servitor to support the departed glories 
if the house, his simple fidelity to the name and blood 
^nd dignities that had drifted away hundreds of years, 



ORVIETO. 309 

was almost touching. It never relaxed for a moment 
during the twenty-four hours of my atay, every meal 
being served with equai state commensurate to its rank 
in the service of the day. And when on leaving I 
played my American part in the comedy by giving 
from the paMing "good-hand" a five-franc note, I 
think the old fellow dreamed for a brief moment that 
perhaps the good old days of princes and Ceneiaii 
ladies and brigand cardinal had come back again. 

In-doors Orvieto was very pleasant and comfortable. 
Out of doors the sun-bakti town is unattractive and 
worse than comfortless. The whole place, perched on 
a high mass of rock and forever exposed to the beating 
rays, is parched and heate<l. The whole life of the 
place is dry and miserable. The sweet breath of the 
nelds never blows here. No fragrance of fresh leaves 
and flowers ever reaches this parched town swung high 
in the hot air. The streets glare, the walls are the 
home of the glittering lizard. The whole impression 
of the place is disappointing, it is so unlike the soH; 
and gentle wine of Orvieto, famous even down to 
Rome, or the graceful tracery of the cathedral, — the 
two associations of the spot. 

In solid Siena, with its comfortable bourgeois exisl>- 
ence, you seem to feel even at this day something of 
the real life of the Middle Ages. It is passionless and 
still, but living yet, although without relation or mean- 
ing to our time. Orvieto is dead, — an extinct volcano, 
— an ashy residuum of medieval crime. There is 
nothing in the history of society more appalling than 
Italy in the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries. It is 
hard to conceive of it now, — impossible to reconstruct it 
even in imagination. We are all somewhat familiar 
with the Boi^as and the Cencts, whose annals blister 
the history of Rome and are conspicuous because of that 
theatre, but all interior Italy was filled with just such 
great families, of whom the world now knows nothing, 
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but who were just ae wicUei), just as passionate, just as 
defiant of God and man. Tlx-y plundered and fought 
with eacli other. They [toisoned and intrigued aod cast 
each other into merciless prisons. Their very love was 
defiant and criminal and shameless. The struggles of 
these families, dissolute, fibandone<l, and unrestrained 
by any eouventions of society or religion, were the poli- 
tics of the time. They made }K)pes and added the 
prostitution of the headship of the visible Church to 
persona! and private vice. It was an age of delirium, 
— a kaleidoscopic whirl of guilt, — an age of ungovern- 
able passions, of barbarous ferocities, of vicious ])leas- 
iires inthilged in openly as by pagans. The picture of 
that day is a confused panorama of morbid superstition 
and measureless crimes; of masses and miracles and 
murders; of poisonings and appalling incesis; of fla- 
gellants; of conspiracies and treacheries ; of dungeons 
and tortures and atrocious cruelties. This was the Italy 
of Orvieto. 

The modern renown of Orvieto is its beautiful cathe^ 
dral, another of those magnlRcent Italian Gothic struc- 
tures, all clad in white and edged in black, after the 
striking fashion of the Pisan, Sienese, and Florentine 
work. The whole fa9ade of the front is covered with a 
white net-work of miniature statuary, — the history of 
+l>e world, apparently, according to mediaeval tradition, 
a series of tableaux. There are thousands of figures, 
le pictures begin with Adam and Eve. Many of 
s scenes are rec<^nizable, but quite a number are 
ideiitly legends that are now entirely lost. All the 
signs are intensely realistic, and many of them ex- 
idingiy quaint. In the Creation of Eve, for instance, 
lam hes in a dead sleep on- the ground while God, 
■'Cnerable old man with a carving-knife, is niaking a 
t in his side with one hand, while with the other He 
ags out Eve, whose well-coiffured head and shoulders 
3 just visible. 

building of this cathedral itself is a corioua 
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illustration of the wonderful contrasts of its time. It 
is built in commemoration of a miracle establishing the 
dogma of tranBubstantiation. There was a sceptical 
priest who doubted the truth of this doctrine. Once, 
whim offering mass, be tempted a physical test of the 
sacred wafer, when it Immediately bled in the five 
gashes, tJie great dro|)9 of blood falling upon and ston- 
ing the napkin. The fact of this ble&iing is perfectly 
well authenticated by such evidence as attests the mass 
of mediseval church history. It was officially attested 
by Pope Urban IV., and a cathedral ordered to be 
built in its honor. Now, the wonderful contrast is 
between the coarse conception of the miracle and the 
refined, artistic conception of the cathedral, the bloody 
thaumatui^ of the altar and the pure and delicate 
work of the temple. The miracle tells of a barbarous 
condition of mind and society; the cathedral, although 
of the same age, is a work of the highest order of art. 
And this strong contrast between the men who built 
the cathedrals and the men who conduct the worship 
in them confronts one all the time in Europe. The 
architecture of the buildings is of the highest reach of 
art, always dignified, and sometimes approaching a 
sublimity that cannot be transcribed in words. The 
altars are nearly always tawdry with tinsel or barbaric 
riches, while the devotional decorations are coarse and 
puerile beyond conception, — ghastly, writhing images, 
grinning skulls, drie<l human limbs or whole corpses, 
wax figures goi^eous in green and yellow hues and 
encased in cheap glass fronts, marble images with tin 
crowns or clothed in silk and cotton skirts. Sometimes 
the altars are furnished with imitation ornaments — 
counterfeit candlesticks and tin splendors — and from 
the rear they look as shabby, fraudulent, and dreary as 
the " behind the scenes" of a second-rate theatre. The 
builder seems always to have been educated and vigor- 
ous, the priest ignorant and vulgar. Were the builders 
an anknown order of men who have disappeared, or 
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was the Church of the thirteenth century something 
immeasurably superior to the Church of the nineteenth 
century? 

At Orvieto you touch the finest wine-growing dis- 
trict of modern Italy. The wine of Orvieto itself is a 
gentle, straw-colored liquid, much esteemed both for 
its delicate flavor and soft acidulous properties. It is 
known at Rome and is good there, but, like all the 
Italian wines, should be drank in its own district. 
They are all of them so delicate as not to bear trans- 
portation even for fifty miles. The districts are also 
very limited, so that one changes his wine nearly every 
day when travelling in Italy. Even if the wines of 
Italy were strong and rough enough to bear transpor- 
tation, the vineyards of any one grape are too small to 
establish any given brand in the markets of the world. 

At Montefiascone, a few miles south of Orvieto, the 
traveller tastes the queen of all the wines of Italy to- 
day. It is the Montefiascone, or wine of the country, — 
a Muscatel, the finest brand of which is popularly known 
as Est, Est, Est. Its name is flavored with a legend. 
Many hundreds of years ago a princely bishop of 
Bohemia (the Bohemia of geography and not of letters) 
was travelling to Rome in state. Before him a whole 
day's journey always went a tried retainer, who tasted 
the wines of the land and left for his lord a report, 
writing " Est*' on the doors of that inn where the best 
was to be had. When the lord bishop came to Monte- 
fiascone, on the doors of the village hostelry was 
written, " Est, est, est." So good was the wine that 
the bishop never got any farther, but died there shortly 
afterwards. Sir John Evelyn, travelling in 1644, 
says that he saw here the tomb of the bishop, witt tt^^ 
inscription : 

^^Propter Eat, Eat, Eat, 
Dominua metta moriuua est.'* 



The modem story is broader, and relates the in- 
cmptioD aa — 



Evelyn, id his quaint and simple diary, seems to con- 
found thb'wine with the Falernian of Horace, con- 
fnsing, most likely, Falerii, the modern village of Civita 
Casl«llana, near Mont^fiascone, with Falernus. What 
is given one now in Italy as Falernian wine is rather 
poor stuff, but red and powerful as Horace sings it. 
The modem Montefiascone is a very mild wine and 
light in color, its flavor so delicate and elusive that it 
needs quite a cultivated taste to judge its virtues. At 
first trial it feels in the mouth almost like pure, sofl 
rain-water, but the full benediction of its blessings 
comes in time. The Horatian Falernian fields had 

frown poor and harsh in Pliny's time, and it is proba- 
le that they liave entirely disappeared now. But, in 
drinking the sofl and limpid Montefiascoue, one begins 
to understand what may nave been the generous inspi- 
ration of the warmth with which Horace sings the 
wines of his country, — a warmth which an experience 
of the modem winee of Italy hardly justifies. 
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CHAPTER XXXIIl. 

PISTOJA. 

Thb Local Colob of the Italy of To-day — A Koman Pre- 
TORiAN Palace — A Mediaeval Hall of Judgment and 
A Modern Court-House — The Feast of Corpus Christi 
IN A Rural Diocese — The Miracles of Provincial Italy 
—A Dying Faith — A Touching Peasant Bambino — An 
Italian Provincial Inn — The Smiling Fields of Tus- 
cany. 

Pistoja is another of those picturesque Tuscan 
towns so interesting as having had their day in the 
early ages of the lost republics of Italy, — that aurora 
of art and freedom in Europe, but a morning that 
never saw the fulness of noon. It is full of the art 
and architecture of the Pisan and Sienese school, and 
abounding in quaint remains of the feudal times of 
mediaeval Italy. 

It is in these hidden cities rather than in the mod- 
ernized towns that one can best study the past and see 
the present life of Italy. Here you find the native 
manners, the dress and costumes, of the diflPerent classes, 
and, most interesting of all, see the every-day life and 
faith of the people. Here are the open-air altars ; the 
provincial festas ; the miracles of the soil ; the quaint 
old churches, with their mediaeval legends graven in 
stone, their feudal tombs worn and dusty ; the curious 
black Madonnas ; the beasts of the Apocalypse in all 
their grotesque ugliness; the devotional wax-works for 
the peasants, dressed with beads and crown and satins, 
male dolls as well as female, and framed and protected 
in glass ca?es ; the Bambinos, rude but often touching in 
their earnest homeliness ; in brief, the local deities and 
the local color of Italian religion. 
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Pistoja is an idyllic country town, and looks very 
lovely under the summer foliage and in its provincial 
festa dress. It is the feast of Corpus Christi when I 
am in it. Although bright with the life of this time, 
it is a very ancient place. Catiline was killed here be- 
fore the time of Christ, and it must always have been 
a fighting-point, as it is just at the foot of the Alps and 
commands one of the passes into Italy. Nevertheless, 
although abouading in picturesque and imposing palaces 
and mediaeval buildings, it has not the narrow streets 
and gloomy aspect of the ordinary Italian town whose 
foundations were laid and conditioned either in the 
feudal ages or the earlier times of imperial or repub- 
lican Rome. It is light, cheerful, airy, spacious, — a 
little Italian Paris. In the Middle Ages it had repute 
for its manufactures of arms, and tradition says the 
pistol was invented here and took its name from the 
town. 

The distinctive feature of Pistoja to-day, perhaps, is 
its ancient Pretorian Palace, now serving for a court- 
house, as it did of old under another name. In the 
"Hall of the Tribunal'' you see yet untouched the mas- 
sive stone benches of the old judges, and in front of 
these the great stone table, — a suggestively-gloomy 
court-room of the Middle Ages. Directly facing the 
seats of the judges there is a curious picture on the wall 
of a fox dressed in robes and sitting in judgment, — one 
of those singular freaks of fancy or satire which you 
come across all the time in mediaeval researches. In 
fact, this whole hall is remarkable for its wealth of 
feudal heraldic lore, and is known and prized the world 
over for its riches in this line of study. 

This entire hall, which is vaulted and supported by 
massive square columns, is wholly covered — ceilings, 
walls, stairways, and columns — with feudal coats-of- 
arms graven or painted on the stone ; some are set in, 
others cut in, others frescoed. There is not an inch of 
woodwork in the whole hall, — nothing but stone and 
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wrought iron, — or, if I remember aright, any windows, 
the light coming in from an opening in the ceiling. 
Among the other striking remains is a set of feudal 
standards, twelve in number, "the gonfalons of the 
companies of the people," proud memories of republi- 
can civic glory. The place is rich also in antique in- 
scriptions. The modern contribution to this interest- 
ing historical monument is a large tablet, set in the main 
stairway, in honor of the soldiers who died in achieving 
the union and independence of Italy. 

There is a quaint mediaeval feature in these towns 
in the constant repetition in all places — on the public 
buildings, in the churches, in the piazzas, on the foun- 
tains, in the streets, on columns and doors — of the 
figure of some animal, the symbol and popular crest of 
the town. In addition to all this, each ward is desig- 
nated by a column surmounted with the "city arms" 
in shape of the symbolic statue, and numbered with 
the number of the district. In Siena it was the wolf 
suckling Romulus and Remus, and the design — ^always 
the same — was very spirited and much superior to the 
carving in Rome. Here it is the lion. You see him 
everywhere, grim, worn, and stained, and, as some of 
these effigies have come down from the twelfth century, 
sometimes he is rather decrepid. 

It was my fortune to be in Pistoja on the Sunday of 
the feast of Corpus Christi. I had seen the procession 
also in Massa, a much ruder place, a few days previous. 
The feature of this feast is a procession in which the 
consecrated wafer— or, as it is always popularly called 
here on this feast, the body of Christ — is carried by 
the bishop through the streets for the adoration of the 
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— a rude procesaioiij but rather effective at a distance. 
Here the cereraoniea were more elegant, and the scene 
in the church very brilliant and in good taste as well 
as picturesque, — the white masks of the penitents, the 
long white veils of tlie girls, the lilies and the roses, 
the gleaming wax-lights, the bending and kneeling 
worshippers, the clouds of incense, and the radiating 
splendors of the altar, a shaking niass of flame and gold 
and silver, making a very dramatic tableau. 

The devotion and reverence was absolute. I have 
never seen it equalled save once, in the Mormon temple 
at Salt Lake City, in Utah, when the late Brigham 
Young was speaking, and after a while bluntly an- 
nounced in coarse English that the Spirit of God was 
on him and he was going to reveal. The vast assem- 
blage of devout Mormons then seemed to feel the 
bodily presence of God in their midst, just as the de- 
vout Roman peasant does to-day all over Italy. There 
is no mistaking the feeling and belief of this people in 
this matter. It is no question of frans or con, no re- 
finement of scientific theology, with them. They have 
a corporeal God, and worship Him just as truly and 
earnestly and with as simple faith as their forefathers 
worshipped Jupiter on the same spot. And therein 
lies the mortmain fjrasp — the dead hand — of the priest- 
hood of Italy. The whole scene irresistibly reminded 
me of the insolent retort recorded in history of a me- 
diceval prelate to some civil ruler: "I hold your God 
in my hands every day," The indiscreet priest who 
made this famous reply only phrased in other words 
the "What are you going to do about it?" of the New 
York political rough. And the situation was very 
much the same. 

Both here and at Massa the bishops had dull, heavy, 
gross faces, — the faces of men given to overeating and 
blind following. In fact, in Italy, ecclesiastical promo- 
tion 4^peuds on mediocrity, for it rests on servile obe- 
dience. The Roman bishop, as far as my observation 
S7» 
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goes, is not the equal, morally or intellectually, of the 
average American priest. 

The absence of the young and middle-aged men and 
the men of the better classes from these religious cere- 
monies was marked and suggestive. (Neither at Massa 
did they take part or still less here.) The whole attend- 
ance and participation was by peasants and little chil- 
dren. The better classes were represented solely by 
women. In fact, the religion of Italy is a shell. Faith 
is in a transition state, just as in the time of Constan- 
tine. The upper classes and educated people do not 
believe at all in the popular religion, nor, I think, do 
the higher ranks of the clergy, who administer it as a 
political machine, and either laugh at the credulity of 
the common people or defend it as the best thing for 
them in their ignorant condition. A monk, for instance, 
in a well-known church of Rome, for ten cents uncov- 
ered and showed me the imprint of the feet of Christ, 
made on a marble slab on a certain occasion when He 
miraculously visited Italy. The shape of the foot 
was neither Hebrew nor Arabian. The size was co- 
lossal and the contour clumsy. I cannot think that 
the learned cardinals, many of them men of scientific 
and historic erudition, believed what this simple monk 
believed. Nevertheless, they — English and American 
as well as Italian cardinals — ^accept principalities in a 
kingdom whose revenues are raised from the offerings 
of poor peasants who come to kiss and kneel before 
just such relics. This relic, too, was quite respectable 
compared with many of them, and their quantity is 
innumerable, as well as are the miracle-working images 
and shrines. I had my rooms in Rome on a short street, 
about the length of two Philadelphia squares, and sit- 
uated in the middle of the city. At one end of the 
street was the decapitated head of St. John and at the 
other a picture of the Madonna — quite a good work of 
art, by the way — which I as spoken from its fram^ and 
is, in consequence, very much adored. Lights were 
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always burning at its shrine, which I never 
deserted of worshippers. I met several Madonna 
had spoken or moved their eyes, and were in 
qiience objects of special adoration. Indeed, the 
larity of certain images in Italy to the exclusi 
others apparently equally deserving is one of the 
oiis features of the churches. These inanimate 
of wood or wax or marble have their fortunes jui 
popular preachers or actresses. In the fine old c 
of St. Ambrose, in Milan, on a slight metal c< 
in the middle of the nave, I saw twined a braze 
pent which popular belief accredits as that which 
lifted up in the desert. 

Pistoja is strong in mediaeval churches, abound 
graven images, odd statues, quaint tombs, ciirioi 
scriptions, legendary paintings, and the conven 
rural presepe. Some of these things are rude, 
works of high art and sometimes of great cost 
There is a famous silver altar here on which men w 
for two entire centuries, the fourteenth and fiftee 
splendid and enduring monument of patient an( 
secrated labor that assuredly deserves its well-k 
and well- won place in the history of silver-work, 

Over the tomb of a great old feudal family — a f 
that furnished cardinals and warriors in the histc 
Pistoja hundreds of years ago — I found the folL 
Latin puzzle. The tomb lies in the pavement in 
of the main altar of one of the old churches : 

Terra Teras Terram 
Te Terram Terra 
Tenebit. 
Terra Trahet Transit 
Torrida Terra 
Trahet. 

This play on terra is not infrequent in the med 
apitaphs. 

In another old church there is a Bambino, wi 
little legs tightly wrapped and swaddled, just as I 
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coming from the north you enter 
land of Tuscany and meet its earb 
begin (o see the laughing vineyard; 
grapes festooned in graceful sweep 
seem to be dancing like little k 
Here you find again — after the ash 
of England — the dear blue skief 
Here in this very Pistoja you can i 
the streets or piazzas (public squai 
wine under groves of blushing c 
the golden lemon-trees and floweri 
grant orange-blossoms, and avenuei 
Here are the dark-green olive-treeg 
of the earth. 

Perhaps the most distinctive fea 
of Italy is the human shape which 
It seems always to be a human 
escape from the imprisonment of i 
times these shapes are of a grotesq 
but more often they are writhing, t 
as if in pain. In the very fields an 
him, one reads Ovid again, and a 
of torture and suffering in an ou 
Italian literature. It needs no ii 
these gnarled trunks and strug^ 
prisoned souls of Dante's verse 
They are there. These ghostly tr 
and the painter. 

Tuscany has always been the na 
It was the land of the Etrusc; 
people whose sense of form is y 
the "Tyrrhenian shores" of the 
never lovelier or more fascinating 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 



Am Abandoned Iufisial Citi — Christian 
Edinb— ThbCbadlb or Pttre Christian Ai 
WATioN— Thb Old Mosaics— Tbk Honor oe 

IN THB ChUBCHXS Ot RATINNA— TOMB OF 

DiTLL Bologna. 

To get to Ravenna from almost anywhere, as the 
lines of travel are now arranged, one is forced to go 
through Bologna, and as the Italian railways connect by 
what Italians themselves call " coincidences," one has 
usually some time on hand there. It is a fatal railway 
centre, to which one comes again and again in seeing 
North Italy, for Bolt^na is a dull, heavy town, monoto- 
nous from its perpetual arcades, which soon lose their first 
efiect of novelty, and serve only to darken and depress. 
The place has the gloominess without the picturesqueness 
of a medieeval-built city, and in its general eifect is 
unpleasing, devoid of lightness, elegance, or cultivated 
tast«. Even itsfamous leaning-towersare heavy, dirty, 
and drunken- looking. It is (-oarse, solid, very sub- 
stantial, but sha|>eless, — something lilte its famous 
RauR^es, which ate ils symbolic product and devel- 
int. It has contributed some other achievements 
le meat-market of the world, which aru proudly 
ayed in its shojts. The mass of the people whom 
lee on the streets are like their town. They have 
f forms, gross, round faces, the lines almost ob- 
ited by corpulence, — the. faces and bodies of heavy 
rs, well-to-do, vulgar boui^eois. 
le architecture is solid, monotonous, and much of 
igh. Perhaps the central point of interest which 
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they show one is a singular ] 
through several ages down frc 
now all worked into one. 1 
number, were built irf a coi 
different times, on the site of a 
They are of different levels, o 
main one and serving now as a 
of architecture, mostly quite r 
ent sizes, shapes, and dedicati< 
all exist in this tumbled-over ( 
ing on the other and pushing i 
been restored, made to comi 
built or pressed into one congl 
as St. Stephen's. It is quite in 
but it is a kind of sausage, toe 
I have been laid over at Bolo 
glad to get out of it. It is a 
the predominance of the physi 
pulsive, — Bologna " la grassa.^ 

From heavy Bologna you 
returning, unless you are goii 
tour of Italy. Ravenna, once 
dental Empire, the city of em] 
bishops, though rude and falk 
wealth and possessions, and j 
tion, is a most interesting plao 

It is of vast historic signifi 
Christian art and social life 
velop their own growth, fn 
intellectual influences of the ] 
they succeeded and displaced 
zation flourished on its own 
It could develop freely its owe 
affected only by the Byzantin- 
even terms, fighting and tradi 

The town in its general efl 
inelegant, poorly laid out, a 
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standing showing little traces of m^niGcence or 
luxury. The dwellings of the commoner kind are 
very poor and coarse, the streets narrow and confined. 
There are no grand piazzas or promenades, or great, 
luxurious, open spaces. The tombs of emperors and 
empresses are solid and enduring, but their decoration 
rude and primitive. In fact, it is hard to think of 
Ravenna as an imperial tfentre. The churches are 
interesting in their early half-Byzantine order of archi- 
tecture and their quaint mosaics, picturing rudely the 
Christian thought and legend of early medieeval hia< 
ton^. 

They show how strong was the influence of the Old 
Testament on the thinking and life of the early cen- 
turies as compared with ours, Moses, Abraham, Elijah, 
Joshua, Abel, Melchiswiek, Samson, Solomon, A(mm, 
were real men for Europe in that age, whose influence 
was daily felt and appreciated. The cimrches of Italy 
are full of their images. In these churches of Ravenna 
the influencing force seems to have been the patriarchal 
and earlier life of the' Old Testament. Melchisedek 
offering bread and wine is everywhere. It is one of 
the features of Ravenna. The quaint representations 
of this scene pictured on altar after altar in old mosaic, 

firove how minute is the change in the daily habits of 
ife here even through the length of a thousand years. 
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in a modern Protestant church, was to these Ravenna 
Christians a name second only to that of Christ. 

The Ravenna which we see is the Ravenna of the 
sixth century, and tliese old basilicas are therefore not 
lumbered up with the importunate crowd of mediffival 
saints who press nearly everything else out of most of 
the modem Italian <hurches. They are filled, how- 
ever, with scenes in the lives of the Christian emperors, 
who seem to have been held in the Church at that time 
in much the same honor as a saint in the Middle Ages. 
Church and state were evidently bound up far more 
closely than anything we know of now. 

The mosaics, for which the town is so celebitited, and 
which are the specialty of its art, are all, to a modern 
trained eye at least, conventional, stiff,formal. It took 
later centuries of half pagan and classic study to give 
them that perfection and finish which has made them 
the highest order of painting for churches. The Byzan- 
tine architecture, which, with the aid of Roman cul- 
ture, grew into such glory and splendor under the 
worldlier influences of Venice, is here constrained, 
primitive, and humble. Tliere is no splendor; no 
grandeur, no magnificence, little of luxury and cultiva- 
tion. In fact, Ravenna, in its social and 89sthetic pre- 
sentment, is the Iegitimal« development of the social 
idtias and Essenic teachings of the New Testament, 
wiiich declare war against luxury, refinement, elegance, 
personal ease, tera|>oral power, riches, all that goes to 
make up tlie civilization or, as it is called in the New 
Testament, "the spirit" of this world. 

Ravenna was a stronghold of Arianism, which has 
left its traces here in Arian crosses imbedded firmly in 
the walls and in the records of the wanderings of the 
ashes of some of the dead emperors and leaders who 
had embraced this faith. The Roman Church, on re- 
gaining power, not being, perha[)S, honestly satisfied in 
its own mind of its power to execute its threat of 
burning their souls, took out its vengeance in violating 
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their graves, Thewloric, Iiowever, after some adven- 
tures, got his bones carried back to tlieir original rest- 
ing-ptaee prepared by his daughter, and he now sleeps 
peacefully in the fields outside of the walla, in a perfect 
stronghold of a mausoleum. I visited this last castle 
of the old warrior by moonlight, and, as you e"*"*"^ 
the vaulted and covered outway and pas.sed tht 
and ascended a kind of drawbridge-stairway, no' 
manent, you felt how savage were the instincts 
Middle Ages, when a distinguished and tionore 
powerful ruler had to fight for th« repose of his 
against a Church which professed to have the exe 
mono[Kily of teaching on earth the doctrines of 
and the gospel of peace. 

Tiiis tomb is a round tower of solid masonry, a 
which even a modern cannon-ball would fall liar 
It ia surmounted by a single block of stone of eno 
size and weight, wliich answers as a roof. The 
structure looks as if it were carved out of ro 
placeil tliere by giants rather than built by 
Within this dense mass of stone — like the hollow 
kernel in a shell — there is a small altar and s 
sarcophagus. There were no guards to watch the 
now; no janitor even to break the solemn prop 
of the place by a hungry whining for pour-boire. 
finding the massive grate, which opened to let a 
dim light into the dungeon of the altar of the ton 
dropped through Its iron bars some lighted ma 
the stone floor fortunately was dry; the shadov 
quickly back before the leaping lines of ephe 
flame, and for a moment we had all to ourselves 
vate illumination of the mausolenTU of Theodoi 
Great. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

ROME THE CENTRE. 
Thb Eternal City — Thb Spell of Rome. 

When one first reaches the Eternal City it seems 
almost hopeless to write of Rome. All the centuries, 
all the civilizations, all the religions seem to centre here, 
and the mind refuses to grasp in symmetrical concep- 
tion the mighty whole. Although but a small town 
now of only a quarter of a million of inhabitants, Rome 
has a wonderfully cosmopolitan atmosphere, by virtue 
both of historic tradition and of present fact. 

Her ruins are the record of successive strata of civil- 
izations, stretching back into the shadows of history 
until the shadows are lost in the darkness of total night. 
Her palaces are built on the seats of lost empires ; her 
cathedrals on the buried temples of abandoned faiths. 
As a matter of fact, during what is substantially known 
history, she has been the imperial city of the world, 
ruling it either by arms, learning, or ecclesiastical 
power, and the monuments of her past glories are 
splendid and instructive even in ruin. 

To-day the men of influence of all countries, and 

of all followings, come to her to learn. And so it has 

been for centuries. Since the last two or three hundred 

years, when travel was possible, there has hardly been 

a distinguished name in Europe that has not in some 

way left its record in Rome. There is not to-day a 

better centre to meet the controlling men of all the 

world, one by one, than Rome ; and it has been so for 

years and years. Sooner or later they all come, eithei 

in the glory of power, or to study in art, letters, religion, 
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or statesmanship, or driven by the stress of misfortune, 
to die. Indeed, the tombs of Rome are more eloquent, 
perhaps, than anything else of her world-wide rule and 
sympathy. You are startled every now and then by 
meeting the graves of men of distant ages, of far-off 
countries, of strange faiths. John Lascaris, of Constan- 
tinople, found rest here, as did Charles Edward, the 
young pretender to the throne of England, and his 
orother. Cardinal York. Daniel O'Connell, the great 
Irishman, gave his heart to the keeping of Rome. 
Shelley, Keats, and Howitt lie near together in the 
Protestant burial-ground outside the walls, where sleep 
with them brethren from Greece and Russia and Amer- 
ica and Asia. In fact, this little graveyard, set apart 
as an exclusion, has become the catholic resting-place 
of all the world save those of the Roman faith. An- 
gelica Kauffinann is buried in a chapel only a few houses 
from where I write. In that magnificent mausoleum, 
the crypt of St. Peter's, are the burial-urns of the three 
last princes of the unfortunate house of Stuart, who lost 
the crown of England; of Queen Christina, of Sweden; 
the Emperor Otho II., and others of the great ones of 
earth of every tongue and clime. The central building 
of the powerful Jesuit order is the grand and fitting 
tomb of Loyola. St. Peter and St. Paul, or what re- 
ligious tradition accepts as their bodies, sleep in the very 
heart of the greatest church of all Christendom, and so 
all through the city. Great basilicas at almost every 
corner are the tombs of great men who have founded 
states or orders, while out the wonderful aisle of the 
Appian Way generals and senators and magnates of old 
Rome, and their friends or victims, the kings of for- 
gotten nations, are marshalled for miles and miles in 
unknown and despoiled graves. 

Even in the character of to-day, that present which 
seems so infinitesimally small in the presence of her 
endless past, Rome keeps her claim for catholicity and 
world-wide range of interest and control. The features 
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tongues. The servants are forced to know at least 
French, and the tradesmen attempt bravely to answer 
in any language in which you address them. 

To-day there are Hebrew synagogues and six or eight 
Protestant churches, German, English, and American. 
When one remembers that for centuries the Roman 
Catholic service has been the only form tolerated, and 
that the traditions of ages have been against any other, 
it can be seen how wide the doors are already opened, 
and how the last vestige of mediseval provincialism and 
insularity is disap|)earing. Under the reigns of Victor 
Emmanuel and Humbert, indeed, there is practiciil 
liberty of faith. Should a Chinaman now wish to wor- 
ship God in Rome, in his own way and as his fatliers 
have taught him, I suppose he has the same civil right 
to do so as he has in San Francisco, and I think he 
would probably be as honestly protected in that right 
as in California, nor would there likely.be any popular 
interference with his devotions. 

These Protestant churches, of course, are, in the 
main, for the use of the foreign and travelling popula- 
tion of the city, hut so, for that matter, is all Rome. 
Its luxuries, its best accommodations, its galleries, its 
ruins, are all now for the enjoyment of the Northern 
barbarians, who, from far-off countries, press in to-day, 
— not as of old as soldiers, but peacefully as tourists and 
occupying the land. Witliout its travellers Rome would 
be in eternal sleep. 

It is this thoroughly cosmopolitan character — taking 
in its embrace the whole world of to-day and stretch- 
ing back through the ages in one contiiuious line farther 
than recorded history — that gives Rome its peculiar 
charm to men of thought and influence. Hardly a man 
of power or education in all history who has not been 
here and left in some way the record of his impression. 
And in a country whose literature of travel embraces 
such names as Addison, Ruskin, Shelley, the |>oet Gray, 
Hemans, Hawthorne, Hilliard, Howitt, Dickens, Dis- 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 
SAINT Peter's, and rrAxiAN preaching. 

'^HB FiBST ChXTBOH OF THB WOBLD — In THE ShADB OV A 
FOBBST OF MaBBLB COLUMNS — MODBBK IkDULGBNCEB — 

The Pallas Athene of Rome — Italian Pbeachinq — An 
Bducatino Pulpit. 

I AM not going to attempt a pen-painting of St. 
Peter's, the first and greatest church of Christendom. 
It would take a volume to merely index its wealth of 
present treasure and range of suggestive and historic 
association, or picture the outlines of its magnitude. 
Even then one could hardly achieve a conception of it« 
magnificence and grandeur unless he had something to 
measure it by, and in our country as yet, unfortunately, 
we have not. 

Let me suggest, however, a point from which one 
might begin to work up to some approximate idea of its 
size. Its effect and historical relation are something 
entirely apart from that and higher. In all the United 
States I suppose the largest and most imposing pile 
sprung from a single design is " The Public Buildings,'' 
at Broad and Market Streets, in the city of Philadelphia 
This great structure has a base of four hundred and fifty 
feet by four hundred and fifty feet — ^a grand square — and 
is to be over five hundred feet high. Now, you could 
take up this entire immense mass of building and set it 
bodily down inside of the piazza or portico which is the 
magnificent threshold of St. Peter's; and then you 
would have so much room to spare that you could throw 
around in the crevices such of our home churches as 
those of Holy Trinity at either New York or Philadel- 
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phia, and they would be lost and hidden in the shade 
of the corners. Even our longitudinal Capitol at Wash- 
ington with all its extensions could be placed within this 
wonderful portico without materially interfering with 
the passage-way. 

This porch or piazza is five hundred and eighty-eight 
feet wide by one thousand and thirty-four long, and 
some authorities give even greater dimensions. It is 
flanked on either side by a magnificent forest of marble 
columns, arranged in semicircular avenues and roofed. 
Under these pillars, of which with the massive pilasters 
there are some three hundred and fifty, there is per- 
petual shade and coolness even throughout the whole 
summer's blaze of an Italian sun, for sunlight njever 
penetrates their cool recesses. And this was their in- 
tention, as the Latin superscription legended above them 
eloquently tells : "A tabernacle for a shade in the day- 
time and a security and covert from the whirlwind and 
from the rain." And all this they literally are to-day. 

More than this, with the immense fa9ade, this noble 
approach serves to hide all the adjacent and rear build- 
ings of the place, and one draws towards the entrance 
of St. Peter's without seeing a single other structure in 
the world. It stands alone in the heart of a great city. 
Among the buildings very happily thus kept out of 
sight is the iniquitous "Palace of the Holy Ofiice," or, 
in English, The Inquisition, In the centre of this por- 
tico rises the needle-like spire of an Egyptian obelisk, 
one of the earliest of religious monuments, erected 
originally to the sun, now a captive adorning the tem- 
ple of the God who made the sun. Around it play 
colossal fountains, which cast up massive jets of water 
that, after reaching a height over that of an ordinary 
American three-story house, return downward in deli- 
cious spray, swept by the winds over a vast area of the 
stone-flagged pavement of the piazza, keeping it moist 
and cool. 

All this is but the threshold and entrance to a won-. 
TV) 29 
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derful church, whose nave is a magniiicent sweep of 
over six hundred feet in length, in whose transepts you 
could place cathedrals, aijd where the chapels in the 
side aisles are as large as a common American church. 
Withal, everything within is pleasing and harmonious, 
light and beautiful, and so symmetrical that, until you 
think and compare, you do not see or feel the awful 
size. The baby cherubs that hold up the basins of 
holy water are colossal giants when you note the girth 
of their limbs and compare them with those of the 
human form. The doves are enormous birds, and the 
angels recall the far-off shadowy days in the morning 
of the world when the sons of God came down to the 
fair daughters of men. The surpassing splendor of 
this great temple, which gathers up in its walls a vast 
congregation of churches, its uncounted wealth of mar- 
bles and precious stones, its lofty arches, through which 
J'^ou ever catch new vistas of cathedral grandeur, its 
abyrinth of the tombs of the great ones of the earth, 
its storied sculptures, its enduring mosaics, its endless 
altars laden with gold and gleaming with sacred lights, 
all seem to lift it out of the limited range of the handi- 
work of man and up to the proportions of some great 
work of nature. In "God's first temple" to-day you 
feel "the primeval forest," the mysterious influence of 
rock and water and endless nature. 

While there is a studied attempt in the interior dec- 
orations of St. Peter's to assert and record the sectional 
characteristics of the Roman Church, particularly its 
claim to temporal sovereignty and its historic struggle 
against national independence, still the general effect is 
so overpowering and grand that you lose in it the sense 
of these blemishes just as you do of all petty details. 
Protestants, at all events, ought not to quarrel with St. 
Peter's, for it is the cradle of the Reformation. The 
immense burden of its construction, — the main building 
alone cost over fifty million dollars, and the annual re- 
pairs and keeping up now demand forty thousand dol- 
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irredeemable promise as far as the Church is concerned; 
— that is, a promise which some one else must pay oi 
redeem — the thing works out exactly like an^ irredeem- 
able issue of paper money. There is an uncontrolled 
and reckless emission of ^em of all sizes and values, 
from one day up to, I believe, in one case, one hundred 
thousand years. Rival orders, rival churches, rival 
chai)els, compete in granting them, and the whole town 
is flooded with them. The devotional element of Italy 
not being mathematical, the poor peasants will work 
away, repeating prayers, going up steps on their knees, 
making pilgrimages to shrines, etc., for a thirty days' 
indulgence, when the same acts, differently directed, 
would bring them the same results for Sr thousand 
years. 

Again, practically there is a commercial flavor to 
the whole transaction, and the contract is often drawn up 
with such looseness as not only to make it bristle with 
problems to a legal mind, but to suggest in equity a 
"false pretence." In several churches in Rome, built 
under French auspices, you read this oflBcial declara- 
tion : " Ten days' indulgence to all who pray for the 
soul of the King of France granted by bull, or decree, 

of Pope , A.D. ," many hundred years ago. I 

suppose some king of France in former days sold away 
the liberties of his subjects or gave away their moneys 
and took his pay in this coin. But who is to be 
prayed for, the unnamed king who made the bargain, 
or the living king reigning at the time the prayer is 
offered ? And, if the latter, is it a personal boon or a 
franchise of the French crown ? And, if this, does it 
inure to President Gr6vy now, as successor, or to the 
National Assembly, more or less infidel^ or to the body 
of the French people, the ultimate and collective sov- 
ereignty of France ? Or has it utterly lapsed, and does 
the simple Italian peasant lose his ten days entirely? 
Or does it matter at all whether the peasant has any 
idea of what or whom he is praying for ? 
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There are some curious phases in the religious h'fe 
of Rome. The dominant power of the old polytheistic 
faith crops out all the time. The groups of minor gods 
displaced by Constantine reappear still in the popular 
saints. Apollo with his arrows survives in the beauti- 
ful youth, St. Sebastian, shot to death by Roman 
archers near the Colosseum, and always painted or 
sculptured with the shafts from the bow in his body. 
I have seen the Virgin Mary in the old churches of the 
Trastevere and in the ancient city of Pistoja with the 
moon depicted at her feet, the old symbol of Venus, 
and thought of Milton's — 

" Astarte, Queen of Heaven, with crescent horn." 

The divine honors paid to the emperors in the cor- 
rupt decadence of Rome are reproduced in the doctrine 
of the infallibility of the Pope. There are saints, too, 
for the seasons, saints for cities and provinces, saints for 
lovers, saints for harvest-time, saints for the horses, 
saints to be invoked for diseases, just as in the familiar 
mythology of our school-books, an.d shrines and special 
altars for their worship in these special characters. 

But the most striking development of this tendency 
is comparatively recent ; at least, its ^^ push" is modern, 
and of our very time. Rome is to-day as thoroughly 
dedicated to the Virgin Mary as ever Athens was to 
Pallas. The Christian Roman of this generation asks 
of the Virgin lust what the patriotic Athenian of classic 
times asked oi Minerva, and looks to her for the same 
aid and protection. Her churches are far more numer- 
ous than those of any other dedication, and her altars 
in the churches are those most popular and frequented. 
Her images work the miracles and have the throngs of 
worshippers. 

But the modern worship of the Virgin is not a mere 

Eopular impulse which might be apologized for on one 
and or explained away philosophically on the other. 
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The order comes from the Vatican, and is a part of a 
policy deliberately adopted and boldly lived up to. 
The Church of the country avows it and glories in it. 
On the doors of the churches of Rome there appeared 
in May of this year official ecclesiastical notices, signed 
by high prelates, speakinoj of this city proudly as 
" Rome, the city of Mary, and Rome, the city of Jesus,'' 
giving to the woman in written language the precedence 
which she always has here in the hearts of her wor- 
shippers. 

The religious Roman art of this generation will go 
into history, too, as distinctively consecrated to this new 
deity. Pius IX. raised in the central Piazza di Es- 
pagna a towering obelisk in honor of the triumph of 
the dogma of the immaculate conception. He panelled 
the tribunal of St. Peter's with a great tablet com- 
menaorating its official promulgation by the QEcumen- 
ical Council, and recorded on side panels the names 
of the cardinals, archbishops, and bishops of all the 
world voting for the measm^e. He added to the cele- 
brated stanze of the Vatican — a suite of state rooms- 
frescoed by the great masters — an additional- room 
wholly devoted to the history of the new dogma, its 
passage in the council, its promulgation by himself, 
and the reception of the news in heaven ! On one of 
the fa5ades of the square base of the obelisk just men- 
tioned there is an attempt to represent in marble the 
very act of the conception of the Blessed Virgin by the 
Holy Ghost, — a peculiar but characteristic illustration 
•)f the morbid bent of the Roman ecclesiastical mind. 

Every Roman girl, the Italian women tell me, is 
baptized Maria. She may have as many other names 
as her parents choose to give her, but Maria is obligatory. 

Did classic Athens ever do as much as all this for 
her Pallas ? 

I close with a word on the way they preach in Italy 
which has some decided advantages over our usage. 
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You can go out of the building, or walk through ita 
grand aisles, crowded with sculpture and paintings and 
historic tombs. At your convenience you can go back 
to the speaker when he grows more eloquent than the 
tombs or master-pieces of art. If he is not equal to 
the situation, you can let him alone. 

In fact, the service exactly resembles our political 
meetings in the freedom and mobility of the audience. 
The preacher holds his hearers by his abilities and his 
eloquence and not by outside force. If he has nothing 
to say, or cannot give his sacred message as it should be 
given, he has no hearers, and no opportunity, therefore, 
to discredit his high office, or to make the Gospel dis- 
tasteful through his own weakness or ignorance. It is 
just to the discipline of this training that I ascribe the 
general eloquence of the Roman clergy and the popular 
impression made by their preaching. They have the 
same incentive to speak well that the American poli- 
tician has when addressing his fellow-citizens, or the 
American lecturer, who must even do more, — ^attract 
people to pay for the privilege of hearing him. 

Often the scene during sermon-time in an Italian 
church is a very picturesque one. Women sit nursing 
their babes in comfortable cane chairs ; others are on 
their knees in silent prayer ; little children are playing 
quietly among the listening groups at the chancels of 
adjoining altars; squads of ecclesiastical students, in 
bright scarlet or blue gowns, drop in on their way to or 
from college to hear the noted orators, and remain as 
long as their critical judgments are satisfied; soldiers in 
uniform hang on the outskirts, and men come and go 
as if the sermon were a thing of life and interest and 
not a dead body of words. In brief, the hearers listen 
or the preacher has no hearers, and in either case there 
is not the loss of a sermon. 

The average American clergyman, accustomed to hold 
bis audience by some force outside of himself, will prob- 
ably object to all this as irreverence, but I do not see 
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that \t is. I do not think it is more irreverent for chil- 
dren to play in the house of God than to be tortured 
there by unnatural confinement on high benches that 
drive the blood out of the legs. I do not believe it is 
more irreverent for poor women to nurse their children 
in the house of God than to stay away because they 
have no one to nurse them at home. And, finally, it is 
not more irreverent to get up and leave in the middle 
of a soporific sermon than to go to sleep. Moreover, 
if this honest freedom develops a higher order of ser- 
mons, it is thp very highest kind of reverence. I 
notice further, on the question of reverence, that when 
the Roman priest is about to begin to preach he kneels 
on the open platform for a few momenta in silent 
prayer, and the whole congregation kneels and prays 
with him. 

As a training-school I can think of nothing better 
adapted to develop the oratorical power and real effi- 
ciency of the preacher than this custom. It is a practi- 
cal use of the law of the survival of the fittest. It is 
exactly the training which our secular speakers un- 
dergo, and those of them who are not speakers soon 
ascertain it, while the conventional preacher never finds 
it out. 

It is customary for us to speak and think of the Ro- 
man Catholic form of worship as rigid and " formal.'^ 
It is, in fact, in its whole ritual and service, the most 
flexible in the world, and it is this very power of self- 
adjustment and adaptation that has given it its great 
hold on all times, all countries, and all peoples. 

Boms. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIL 



THE PANTHEON. 



Th» Oldest House of Continuous Human Wokship in the 
Civilized Woeld — Grates of Raphael and Victor Em- 
manuel — Old and New — Mqdern Paganism — Cleakino 
UP THE Pantheon. 

When you enter the Pantheon, and passing by the 
cheap adornment of pictures and altars look through 
the floating dome up to the sky " where God sitteth 
eternal in the heavens," you are in the oldest place of 
human worship in the civilized world which yet retains 
its ancient form and structure. • The very building, as 
it stands to-day, is the one in which the vanished gods 
of classic Rome were worshipped with sacrifice and in- 
cense and prayer before Christ was born in Bethlehem, 
and it is the only spared monument of the kind that 
comes down from l)efore the Christian era. 

Robbed, plundered, defaced, now closed and voiceless 
in the transition of faiths, now filled with soldiers, a 
fortress fought around by rival Popes proclaiming 
themselves the vicars of a God and new gospel of 
peace, now given over to n^lect and profane uses, the 
debris of mediaeval night and ruin rising around its 
base and portico and threatening to bury it with the 
ages, it still stands as it stood before the angels sang 
the hymn of the nativity in Judea, and men worship 
Grod within its walls. In its endless associations and 
its perfect beauty, which cannot be torn away from it, 
it is the most effective and suggestive of all the temples 
of Christendom to-day. In the old days when the fires 
on its altar were kindled to Jupiter, it-^ dead brick walls 
of massive masonry were outlined with pure white 
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marble, glittering in the euii and sofl in the nioonlight. 
Popes and princes have carried this oflf to embellish 
their palaces and enrich their favorites. Its wonderful 
dome blazed within and without with brass and bronze. 
Emperor ConstantiDe came to Rome between 600 and 
700 A.D., to worship at the shrines and adore the rel' 
which then had found a home in the Pantheon, a 
balanced his devotion by stripping and carrying 1 
shiploads of its metal wealth. The plunder was co 
pleted by Pope Urban VIII.", who took what was I 
to build a gaudy baldachtno for a church and cast ci 
nons for the castle of San Angelo, — four hundred a 
fifty thousand pounds. Benedict XIV. committed I 
latest spoliation, in taking away all the precious marb 
that lined the vast attic 

Nevertheless, so grand is the conception of this bull 
ing, and so perfect its proportions, that you do not j 
or feel the loss of these incidents. The temple star 
there yet as it came from the brain of its iinkuo' 
architect. You do not see the mutilation and scars 
the warring centuries, just as you do not sec the tawd 
ornaments an<i wretched tin crowns and hearts and ge 
gsws with which modem Italian devotion has desecral 
its altars and defaced its walls. The temple crusi 
out its ignorant priests to-day, as it has defied tii 
itself in the past, and stands sublime in the graude 
of its simplicity. 

This most effective of all buildings for worship 
in it8 interior, a simple dome, supported by a pla 
round wall ; no corridors, no naves, no transepts, 
nothing to break the force and simplicity of idi 
There is but one great door, whose massive bronze fol 
close in with the line of the wall and seem part of 
There are no windows, but the light streams in fron: 
great circular opening in the centre of the dome, tweni 
eight feet in diameter, never closed, flooding eve 
recess and every portion with an equal ray. 

Th^ie is sometliing wonderfully effective in this idi 
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which puts the temple, as it were, in direct communica- 
tion with the skies of heaven, and makes it already the 
threshold and vestibule of the other world. It im- 
presses one at once as the natural conception of a place 
of worship. This world, with all its little noise and 
struggles, is utterly shut out and closed from you. 
You look up and see the clouds with the birds in them 
sail by. The rains of heaven fall on the porphyry pave- 
ment at your feet and lie there. They are of God and 
come into His house. Or the warm sunshine streams 
in and rests on some chosen altar, — ^a golden pathway 
on which the angels ascend and descend. In the night 
the moon and the stars look in and watch with men the 
still shrines and voiceless tombs. 

It is a temple where Grod is in communion with man 
and speaks without a liturgy or formulated ceremony. 

There is such a unity of effect, with nothing to dis- 
tract or divide attention, it is so light and cheerful 
and calm and loving, that you feel you are in the house 
of the living God and loving Father, and not the God 
of death and the grave, — the feeling which steals over 
one in the gloomy shadows of the Gothic cathedral. 

It is a humiliating reflection which bears down on me 
every time I enter the impressive portal of this wonder- 
ful temple that what is grand here, what is elevating, 
what is beautiful, is pagan ; what is false, what is de- 
grading, what is ignorant, is of our time and age. The 
religion which is in the building was put in by its 
classic builders ; the superstition and vulgarity we are 
responsible for. 

I have attempted to outline the simple grandeur and 
majesty of this temple as it sprung into life, — the best 
development of ancient Roman art and civilization. 
Let us see how the priest of to-day has dealt with the 
finest legacy of the old faith. 

We will pass by the plunder of columns and marble 
and bronze for private uses, — the deliberate mutilation, 
the wholesale military profanation of the church by 
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bishops. They may be charged to the civilization of 
the time, although a Church that claims the temporal 
rule of the world should be held responsible for its 
civilization. 

Let us inspect the nineteenth-century contributions to 
this time-honored temple. As yoTi enter, the first un- 
pleasant sight which is apt to catch the eye is a dirty 
mass of white and black drapery, fastened up to some 
pillars just to the right of the main altar. They are 
the muslin banners and faded, dusty wreaths of some 
civil and political societies, and an object of much in- 
terest to the native Italians who throng the temple. 
An old sergeant or veteran in a half-civil, half-military 
uniform and not very neat or soldierly in appearance or 
carriage, keeps a kind of slouching guard over the spot. 
This gloomy and rather shabby pile of crape, muslin, 
and mechanical-looking immortelles, so common in 
Latin-Europe, is the grave of Victor Emmanuel. It is 
a great grave in a great spot, but we would make it far 
more impressive in one of our churches. 

Around the niches are paintings of various scenes 
and quality. The old masters are not here. A ghastly 
life-size representation of the crucifixion in some kind 
of dark-red material, with a crown of thorns and a real 
white cloth around the loins, adorns one panel. A 
number of the altars have cheap tin votive offerings 
nailed up around them. Others have small common 
engravings or prints framed and hung up or placed 
near them. 

The altar which attracts most attention, however, 
both from priest and people, and before which one 
nearly always finds some persons in prayer, is that of a 
popular Madonna, — ^the third one from the left of the 
main or high altar. It is a singular fact that certain 
Madonnas here, sometimes oil-paintings, two or three of 
whom have spoken, and sometimes marble statues, be- 
come popular favorites and the subjects of great adora- 
tion, to the entire exclusion of their neighbors. There 

80 
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are several other Madonnas in the Pantheon, but 1 never 
saw prayers said to them, whereas I have several times 
heard mass being said in front of this one, and never 
saw her without some one kneeling before her. 

This statue is the altar-piece of an altar under which 
Eaphael is buried, and was made by a friend and pupil 
for the tomb of his master. It is a much finer image, 
therefoie, as a work of art than many that are the 
subjects of popular adoration. Nevertheless, this fine 
sculpture has a metal crown on its head, a coral neck- 
lace on its neck, and a tin heart tied on its arm. The 
marble babe in the arms of the Madonna has also a gilt 
crown and a petticoat of embroidered gray cloth around 
its stone legs. A rude arch of tin shapes — ^votive oflFer- 
ings sold in the shops for a penny or two — framed the 
entire altar. Hung up on the side of the niche, over 
the grave of Raphael, were two or three most wretched 
daubs of paintings, representing some cures in a hospi- 
tal-ward effected by the miraculous intervention of the 
Virgin, and apparently painted by the patients. After 
saying their prayers in front of this image, the devout 
worshippers generally kiss its feet. A rude framed 
print of the image was placed at its base, and I have 
seen peasant women take that down too and kiss it and 
teach their children to do the same. 

Sucb is the altar which is the centre of the nineteenth- 
century worship in the Pantheon. 

I must add an incident illustrative of the curious con- 
dition of mind of this people, by reason of which no 
incongruity in the house of God seems to offend their 
taste or feeling, provided that it is not intended as de- 
liberate irreverence. One day while I was in the Pan- 
theon, mass was being said at this altar of the Madonna, 
only a half-dozen of worshippers assisting. Inside of 
the chancel of the main altar, only a few yards off and 
very near its base, stood an open flask of native wine, 
half drank. It belonged to some workmen who were 
cleaning the rear of the altar, and the rasping sound of 
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whose scraping and sanding mingled with the intoning 
of the priests at the adjoining shrine, and was quite as 
audible through the church. While the whole thing 
was grating and offensive to us, it was evidently not 
meant as irreverence, and did not annoy either the wor- 
shippers or the officiating priests. 

It is to be said, too, for the credit of the clergy in 
immediate charge of the church of the Pantheon, and 
in their behalf, that the decoration of the altars and 
walls is in better taste and less offensive than that of a 
large number of the churches of Rome. The altar-fur- 
nishing is mainly limited to candles of plain style. 
There are no wax figures, no glass cases, and no skulls 
or bones or other horrors. An instinct of reverence, 
perhaps, has saved it from much of the trumpery and 
tinsel, and gewgaws and frippery images, and bad mil- 
linery which disfigure many other churches here and 
seem to be the fitting devotional aids to the ignorant and 
superstitious faith of the place. 

Of old the Pantheon stood in an elegant and spacious 
quarter of the city, and was raised on a slight elevation, 
which gave its symmetrical form proper effect. To-day 
it is found in the distant and most squalid portion of 
Rome — ^the Ghetto, from which it is not far off, ex- 
cepted — and below thclevel of the ground. The flight 
of steps by which it was originally approached is buried 
absolutely, and you step down from the wretched 
modern piazza on to the floor of the ancient portico, the 
finest of its kind in the world. It is the centre of a 
network of narrow and confusing Roman streets, many 
of them not the width of our alleys, lined continuously 
with high stone buildings, densely packed with people, 
full of foul smells and offensive dirt of all kinds. Old 
houses lean up against a portion of the walls and are 
built into it, and beggars camp all day around and 
among its Corinthian columns. During the Middle 
Ages these grand columns had booths and stalls built 
into them, and vegetables and cheap meats were sold 
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literally in the gates. How has the gloiy of the old 
temple departed ! 

The proDortioDB of the main lines of this building 
are as wonderful, in their simplicity as the building is 
iteelf in its effect. The interior, remember, is a pure 
rotunda, simply covered with a dome. 

Diameter of rotunda •. • 142 feet. 

From floor to top of dome 148 " 

Height of wall of rotunda 71J " 

Height of dome 71J " 

or just one-half of the whole elevation. The diameter 
is given from inside measurements. The walls of the 
Pantheon are said to be 20 feet wide. The great dome 
of St. Peter's is 139 feet in diameter at its base, 3 feet 
less than the Pantheon, but it is vastly higher, the dis- 
tance from the top of the cross on the dome to the floor 
of the church being 448 feet. It was Michael Angelo's 
boast, in building St. Peter's, that he would swing the 
Pantheon in the air, and he has done it. 

But the Pantheon is a grander church than St. Peter's 
to-day. It is a wonder, while St. Peter's is an eccle- 
siastical labyrinth, and, greater than all, it is the. place 
in which God has b^n continuously worshipped for 
nineteen hundred years. 

Bomb. 
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CHAPTER XXXYIII. 

PBKON OP ST. PADL AND ST. PETEB. 

TWEMTr-PIVB CBNTURIES Of DliSSOLVINQ ElNQDOMS 

Faiths on One Spot— The Confusion of Bum— St. 1 
- AHD St. Petkr in the PoLirrcAL Prison of Romb- 
Mamurtine Dunokos» — The Church of thk Ara Ci 
Thb Altar of tub Capitol. 

Wandekinq through an obsonre portion of the 
to-day, on my way for an afternoon dream in the C 
seum, I came suddenly upon a nide out-house of i 
kind, leaning against and built into a tenement li 
for modem Romans of the poorer sort, over the gi 
doorway of which was inscribed in stil! clear, lej 
letters the Latin legend, "Blessed are the dead wh< 
in the Lord," It was the entrance probably tc 
vault of some mined and forgotten Christian cli 
which, iteelf, had likely been built over and on 
some destroyed temple of old, for it etooil near ai: 
sight of the Forum. To-day the cheerful anil airy 
pie of classic faith, beautiful in symmetry, propor 
and graceful Corinthian columns, — the gloomy cii 
of medieval religion, — heavy, dark, and dismal, 
ghastly pictures and the rude votive offerings of sii 
stition, alike are gone, and all that remains of e 
serves the mean use of eking out the wretched dwe 
of an Italian heggar. 

It is a picture of all Eome, and serves well as 
vignette of a letter which shall attempt to give s 
faint outline of a group of rutns of mingled i-eli^ 
and classic interest, which in this <-rty of rnins 
illustrates the way In which the remains of dilf< 
ages are merged into and mixed with each other. 
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It is the embarrassing and confusing feature of the 
ruins of Rome that they lie massed and piled and con- 
torted one on another, and in and with each other. 
They are the survivals of chance and accident in the 
wreck of centuries, and hold now neither topographical 
nor historical relation to each other. You cannot see 
what you want nor anything when you want, but must 
takeiJiem as they come, — jumbled and piled and mixed, 
— Pelasgic, Etruscan, Roman, and mediaeval, in one 
disastrous burial blent. There is no help for it now. 
rmperial Rome, in the splendor and solidity of her 
works, crushed out all that had gone before, forcing 
into disappearance even the massive Etruscan masonry. 
In later times degenerate emperors stole from their 
greater predecessors, taking their statues and arches 
and labelling them with their own disgraced names, 
changing the sculpture, and altering the inscriptions to 
suit. At times of civil war, too, one party, when suc- 
cessful, razed to the ground all traces of the trophies 
and power of the other. 

But the storm of destruction came in with the estab- 
lishment of the Christian religion.. As this took a 
political form, it became, of course, evidence x)f both 
patriotic and religious fervor to destroy the temples 
and glories of the old faith, and it is a wonder that as 
much survives as does. Temples were everywhere con- 
verted into churches, and statues of the classic deities 
into those of the popes, the Virgin Mary, and tlie saints. 

The wanton and inexcusable destruction took place, 
however, in the Middle Ages, when popes and cardi- 
nals built great palaces out of the temples and public 
buildings of antiquity, — when the walls of the Colosseum 
itself were torn down to get the iron braces out of them, 
— and when tombs and palaces and temples were 
robbed of fine statues by thousands, that they might be 
burned down for lime. To the intelligent mediaeval 
mind this was the most satisfactory way of obtaining 
a supply of iron and lime. Two popes at different 
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times — seized no doubt with an attack of development 
— erected manufactories for woollen goods and saltpetre 
in the Colosseum and out of its plundered walls, and the 
history of all Rome is full of similar atrocities of van- 
dalism. 

To-day the most interesting ruins of Rome lie in the 
dirtiest quarter of the town, and are mixed up inextri- 
cably with the commonest kind of dwellings and small 
shops, stables and mean out-houses. The same piece 
of masonry may be common, or what in modern law 
we call "a party wall,^' to a half-excavated Roman 
temple and a squalid hovel of to-day, reeking with 
filthy odors, fleas, and young beggars. Ruins, churches, 
and hovels, and sometimes inhabited palaces, lie thus 
up against each other, one bit of wall or foundation 
representing the different uses of successive centuries 
far apart. Even the streets have been pushed aside by 
the fortunes of ages, and run sometimes over, sometimes 
under, sometimes clambering around, a pile of pictur- 
esque and traditional brick and marble. When you 
add to this the fact that human habitation for thou- 
sands of years has gradually raised the level of the 
surface of the earth from thirty to a hundred feet, — 
that all the Forum, for instance, once the centre of mu- 
nicipal life, is now reached only by excavation, and 
that you look down steep banks into the halls where 
Roman senators once walked and Roman orators ha- 
rangued the populace, — ^you have some idea of how 
utter the ruin is, and how fragmentary and piecemeal 
are even the best survivals. 

Following up the rude grate with its scriptural le- 
gend, now diverted to such thoroughly unconsecrated 
uses, I found that the house to which it served as an 
attachment gradually merged, after about a hundred 
feet of "row tenement buildings on no particular line, 
but all closely joined together by a kind of growth 
rather than construction, into the well-known land- 
mark, the prison of St. Peter and St. Paul, where tlu^y 
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are said to have suffered oonfinement for nine months. 
The entrance to the prison, which was a common Roman 
house-front, is on the ground, and over the prison-door 
is now a rude marble carving representing St. Peter with 
his keys and St. Paul with a sword, looking out of an 
iron grate, — something like the common^ bars which 
form the windows of an ordinary Pennsylvania county- 
jail. 

This humble building, invested with such sacred 
interest, and which is the entrance into one of the 
ugliest dungeons of history, horrible in the merciless 
ignorance of its construction, and frightful with a 
record of weary ages of atrocious and inhuman cruel- 
ties, has been converted, with some of the interior cells, 
into a chapel or oratory — a low-ceilinged rooni known 
jis the church of San Pietro in Oarcere, There is built 
over it and into the hillside another church — Saint 
Joseph, of the carpenters — which answers for the guild 
of that trade something of the purposes of the ancient 
'* Carpenters' Hall," of Philadelphia. As the whole face 
of the hill is apparently one building, and the entrance 
to the prison is almost under ground, visitors frequently 
enter Saint Joseph's Church, supposing they are in San 
Pietro in Carcere. These ugly dungeons, known as 
the Mamertine prisons, although chiefly visited now 
for their religious traditions, have a historic interest 
reaching back nearly six hundred years before the time 
of Saints Peter and Paul. They — or at least the first 
cells — were built over ^ve hundred years before Christ, 
in the kingly period, and the masonry is said to be the 
best specimen of Etruscan work of the magnitude 
extant. Here the Catiline conspirators were executed — 
Cicero coming out of the prison and announcing it in 
person to the people on the Forum, which is just ad- 
jacent. Here, for a thousand years, the savage pun- 
ishments of Republican and Imperial Rome were vis- 
ited on State prisoners, and the list of victims is as 
distinguished as it is sad. 
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rating the capture 1 1' Jerusalem, — the temple of the eun, 
the old Roman pavement of the via ti-mmpkaliB that rang 
80 often to the returning tread of victorious armies, wind- 
ing now like a snake in tiie snn l»y the ruined columns 
that tell of a dead faith and the open porches of the 
sleepy churches of the new, and ruins, ruins, ruins re- 
ceding through the centuries — from mediceval to classic 
times, from classic to Etruscan, from Etruscan to pr&- 
hbtoric, — the shadowless morning of the world. 

Retracing our steps to the old grated out-house which 

served as a point iVappui for our explorations, it is found 

to be at the threshold of a dirty flight of small ^Kbbled 

stairs, which seems to lose itself shortly in a hank of 

earth and ruinetl brickwork. Instead of being lost, 

however, the staircase only disapi^ars around the base ' 

of a hill to api>ear on the other side with marble and 

sandstone ste}»s, and turns out to be a historic flight. 

Up these stejis, centuries before the birth of Christ, was 

fought many a stout battle for the possession of the 

Capitol. On this hillside had cackled the sacred geese 

f Juno, and at the bead of this flight had stood the 

old soldier Manlius when he defended the citadel. 

[ere for ages had trodileu senators and generals and 

igh priests. To-day they were hung, not with tri- 

mphal banners, but with dirty washing suspended by 

Tings from dilapidated windows and roofs. Unclean 

bildren, goats, and dogs played together in the sand and 

ebbles. Slovenly women sat or idly lounged at Ihe 

oora of the hovels which clambored up the hillside 

ne of the once imperial flight. 

Pushing up these steps you come on an entrance to 

le piazza of the mo<lern Capitol, flanked on three sides 

'ith historic and handsome marble palaces, and fillet! 

rith statuary familiar, and some of it dear, to the art 

'orld. Even the roofs around the entire square are 

ned with ranks of colossiil statues of the heroes and 

reat men of Rome, staudini^ like POi;tinels forever. 
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Resisting the temptation to loiter here, but going still 
further on and up the picturesque stairs, worn half into 
ruin by the use of ages, I came by a sharp turn on a 
half-hidden side entrance to one of the most^ striking 
and historically interesting of the churches of Rome, 
the Ara CoelL It ^yas a f(§te day, and as I pushed aside 
the heavy leathern curtain which masked the entrance 
a stifling cloud of incense swept out into the air with 
the prayers and musics Endless wax lights from altars 
in every direction half illuminated the vast building, 
throwing moving shadows here, reflecting back there 
with a half lurid glare from the scarlet-draped columns. 
More like an English cathedral than a Roman church, 
this building was crowded with the tombs and busts and 
names of the great dead, — nobles, princes, cardinals, 
popes. Every foot of the floor of this church was 
paved with tablets, effigies, and strangely etched stones 
covering graves. Thase etched pictures were mostly 
worn to barely traceable lines, the inscriptions almost 
obliterated, and the effigies had generally their noses, 
faces, and all salient limbs worn bare and flat by the 
feet of the worshipping multitudes who had trodden 
there for hundreds of years. 

So crowded with religious associations and incident 
is this church that the altar chapels succeed each other, 
without interval, all around the three walls, front and 
sides, and two are erected around the pillars of the nave. 
Many of the altars are the burial-places of noble fami- 
lies, their niches lined with tablets and sculptured fig- 
ures. And well might religious tradition centre and 
cluster here, for this Christian church stands on the 
ancient site of the great temple of Jupiter Capitolinus 
— the national shrine of the old Roman State. It was 
the great pagan temple which crowned the Capitol ine 
hill — the heart of the power and glory of Rome. 
Founded six hundred vears before Christ, it was several 
times destroyed and rebuilt as a pagan temple, and, 
somewhere about six hundred years after Christ, waa 
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finally transmuted into a diristian chun h — the church 
covering the site of the temple of Jupibjr, which was 
comparatively small, as were all the temples, and also, 
as some authorities say, of the great basilica, or court 
of justice of the capital, and huilt out of their ruins. 
To-day the twenty-two great jjillare which form the 
ainles are of different sizes, shapes, materials, and archi- 
tecture, showing that they were taken from temple or 
palace just as they could be had. This great basilica 
on the Capitol hill — the basilica of the imperial palace 
— was the judgment hall where" St. Paul stoo<l his trial, 
" an ambas»^or in bonds," where he was condemnetl to 
die, and from whence hewentout "reiidy to l)e offered." 
It was down the ruined steps we have ascended that he 
descended into the dungeon at the bottom of the hill, 
which was the vestibule to martyrdom. The Christian 
traditions and interest of the spot date, therefore, far 
back of its formal consecration to Christian worship. 

This church of the Ara Codi, dim and dingy in the 
fast^fading splendor of centuries, has been the site of 
•"■iman worship for twenty-live hundred years of re- 
■rded history. Its history lias been the history of ' 
igious faith and progress in Rome all that time. 
ie stones in its walls have seen sacrifices smoking and 
.^^ard prayers ascend to Jupiter for victory. Insight 
' "" "^^^•lill'C'jiiy " '"^ "'^ '""^ centuries a great arch was erected to Isia, 
^^v^P'ii*!'^ crumbled away. Near by it a temple arose to the 
, ,k^y'«W>^iJi[n , and in the course of years was buried under a new 
J^PyW**''Z.iy. Almost on its threshold the imperial decrees of 
5w!!h!wi»iiSt ^nstantine, establishing the civil rights of Christianity, 
MiMf^TMMM^iist have been published. To-day it is the home and 
•^yV/^CJ^jy^jTcred shrine of the miraculous image of the Bambino, 
" ' '■'— " ' '' - " hich devout Komana gather in multitiides to adore. 
The door by which I entered the Ara Cte/i wasaside 
itrance. From the front there sweeps down another 
mense flight of steps, each step a venerable base of 
^■1 '"^J^^rn gray stone. When the Ara Codi was the temple 
* *•" -^^•* Jupiter it was up this way that Julius Ctesar climbed 
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on his knees to returo thanks at the zreat altar, xmnk. 
ing with grateful sacrifices, for his. Gallic victories 
even the devotion of the Scala Santa has a pagai 
cedent 

It was ic this church — the veiy heart of the h 
of Home, listening to the lazy chanting of vespers- 
Gibbon, as he himself tells us, conceived the id 
writing the "Decline and Fall." 

The church has a further world-wide inten 
being, with the convent attached, the ecclesiastical 
qtm^rs of tfi« OnJw of' FraoeJecftns, the- hare 
mars, followers of St. Francis of Assisium. Th< 
eral of the order resides in this convent, and the 
sunny stepe leading into the front entrance to the o 
are generally covered over with unwashed, b 
gowned friars, with their bare heads and rope gi 
and still dirtier b^gais picking up pennies from 
ista and fleas &om each other. In Italy this is 
poetic and picturesque ; in our laud it would sim] 
called filtliy, and the crowd driven ofT by a polio 

In virtue of the civic as well as religious inten 
this site and its traditjons the church of the Arc 
is the municipal churdi of Kome, and over its i 
along with an image of the Virgin Maty, is bla 
the familiar monogram 8. P. Q. R. It is sti 
attar — be thecultus Christian or pagan — of the G 
the Capitol. 

KOHB. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

THE PALACE OP THE INQUISITION. 

The Olooht Palace of thk Holt O^fick— A Dbaf Stohi 
Qkave in thb Hbakt of a Moving Citt— An Inhumak 

CONBTRUCTIOH — TnK iNauiBlTION AH IT ElIBTS TO-DAT — . 

A Prison EK of thc Inquisitioh of the Kinbtbbnth 



Just beliind that noble grove of pillars which forms 
the wonderful portico of St, Peter's and to the right as 
)ou leave the church, but masked by some common, 
irregular structures, there arises a gloomy and forbid- 
ding pile of massive masonry known to Rome as the 
" Palace of the Holy Office, This sacred or sacrile- 
gious euphemism conceals a celebrated building which 
is looked for with much interest by American visitors, 
and regarded with singular emotion and profound 
liiankfuiness that it too now belongs to Rome of the 
Iiast — the Rome of Caligula and Nero and the Borgias. 
For reasons readily understowl it does not figure very 
conspicuously in the guide-books. 

Tliis accursed building, in which tliey killed the 
body, and sometimes the soul, is an immense structure 
of solid stone-work, nearly four hundred feet in front. 
It is almost rectangular in sha|>e, the front being the 
long side, and is a Tittle over fifty feet in height. The 
outer walls are many feet in thickness, and in places 
buttressed. There are almost no windows in the entire 
building. The immense wall of the north end is one 
unrelieved blank, unbroken by an ojiening of any kind. 
The entire north wing has but three small windows, 
all of them tliirty-six feet above the ground, equal to 
the fourtlistory of an average Pliil^i-lolphia house. In 
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the main building there are a few windows, grated with 
immense iron bara. In tiie sonth wing there s"" "" 
windows excepting at the height of the three 
northern wing, although there are imitation wii 
on a lower floor, so well constructed and paintec 
deceive one at first into the belief that they wer 
Built into the back is tlie rear of a large church, 
effectually closes np that side. 

For all ingress or exit to tins immense and h 
building there is but one visible door, and it ga 
a sensation of pleasure to see standing on guard 
it, with bayonet fixed, a brighf-eyed, red-cl 
young soldier of the army of Italy. The peopli 
confiscated this |)alace of atrocities, and it is no\ 
as a military stationjtnd barracks. 

In the Rievohition of 1848 the gates of this 
less structure, at once judgment-hall and prison 
opened and the prisoners set free. I marvel ^ 
that it was not then razed to the ground, for it 
more infamous building than the Ba.stile, and 
justly the object of wrath and vengeance, inasm 
it had been blasphemously conducted in the na 
God. In 1849 the Inquisition, as an institutio 
' formally abolished by the Roman Assembly dur 
brief tenure of power, but was re-eafablished b; 
IX. the same year when lie regained his authoril 

Victor Emmanuel, when he was made king, 
cleared out the building, and it may be a mat 
some intfrost to know that military possessio 
taken of it by the present king, then a lieutenar 
eral in his father's army. The Inquisition sti 
vives, however, as an institution and court 
Riimiin Church under Pope Leo XTIT. The orf 
tion is that established in the sixteenth century, — 
of twelve cardinals with the Pope nffi<:ially at its 
— and its secret sessions are now held in theV 
Its le^l title is Sacra Chngregatio Romanm et I 
talis Iriquisiltonts, — ^Tiie Holy Congregation f 
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Inquisition of Rome and the whole Church. Its power, 
however, is greatly limited and confined by the civil 
law, and it dares no more arrest a Roman citizen. It 
has full power, however, I believe, over the bishops and 
priests of the Roman Catholic Church, and probably 
over the entire population of the Vatican enclosure — 
that curious little eiTlesiastical imperium in a civil 
imperio — which is too much. I suppose an American 
priest or bishop conld be imprisoned here if he chose to 
come over and put his head in the tiger's mouth. 

While the lowering Palace of the Holy OflBoe, with 
its deaf stone ears and voiceless walls, is the representa- 
tive monument of the Inquisition, designed and specially 
built for its dreadful uses, it has not been the scene of 
some of its historic crimes most familiarly known to 
the civilized world. Galileo did not make within its 
walls his famous recantation of the movement of the 
earth. That shameful triumph of brutal ignorance 
took place in the convent of the Church of Santa Maria 
Sopra Minerva, long used as the tribunal and dungeon 
of the Inquisition. Bruno, for teaching the heresy of 
the Copernican system, was not burnt in its court, but 
in the Campo de Fiori, a kind of Roman Smithfield, 
across the river, where the barbarous atUos-da-fe of 
that time were customarily held. It is now a dirty 
market-place, wide and open, filled with foul smells 
and petty traffic. Savanarola was burnt at Florence. 

But although this palace, only erected about 1600, 
has been spared some of the dramatic horrors of the 
history of the Inquisition, it is the building which 
must ever be associated in the public mind with this 
institution and bear its odium, — an odium that will 
grow stronger and deeper as men grow gentler and 
juster and more Christian. It was the official head- 
quarters of the Inquisition, the seat of the unjust judge, 
tne chamber of torture and of death, — built deliberately 
and in cold blood for the worst purposes, of the insti- 
tution, when it was at the height of its power and 
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cruelty. I do not propose in this place to enter into 
any ai^uraent as to the nature or character of tht 
trials of the Inquisition, I am only describi 
character and appearance of tiie building prepa 
its operations, — a building constructed so that 
eye cannot see nor ear hear what is going on wii 
and which is stronger than a castle. In this bi 
the most ap)>alling tortures, the most atrocious m 
might be carried on within twenty feet of a lyai 
on the street of a crowded city. It is a building 
plan and construction is unholy — a building li 
conceived in sin and bom in iniquity, and whi 
no right to exist. 

So much for the outside and the story which i 
I will let Mr. A. J. C. Hare, a writer whose 63 
ive studies on Rome are known the world over, 
a few brief lines the story of tlie inside : 

" In the interior of the building is a lofty ha 

floomy frescos of Dominican saints, and many 
le dungeons and cells, in which the visitor is 
to stand upright, liaving their vaulted ceilings 
with reeds to deaden sound. When the people 
info the Inquisition at the Revolution, a num 
human bones were found in these vaults, wli 
excited the popular fury that an attack on the I 
lean Convent at the Minerva was anticipated." 

While these things add to the dramatic hon 
the place, they do not essentially increase its 
To the Anglo-Saxon mind secret trial is a wrong 
cannot be very well niaile worse. It is unfair; 
harm to the State as well as to the prisoner. I 
itself a violation of law and a prostitution of J 
and a fit ground for violent revolution. And it 
because this belief is grounded in us we have i 
tiles and no inquisitions. And I think the sam 
day is coming for tlie Romans. It is custon: 
chaise the outrages, moral and physical, of the 
eition on the allied cruelty of the Italian natun 
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the Italian people have, however, within thirty years 
three times driven out the institution, it can hardly 
with fairness be laid to their doors. 

It is said also in its defence that its terrible and in- 
human punishments were mediieval, and to be charged 
to the spirit of ihe age, and that they oiild not be re- 
peated now under any circurastances. This is simply 
not the case. The claws of the ecclesiastical tiger of 
Rome are cut and hi.s fangs muzzled, but claws and 
teeth are both there yet, I suppose it perhaps would 
not do to bum an offender in 1880 in the piazza of 
St. Peter's for not thinking as you wanted him to, but 
I have seen a man, yet comparatively young, who, a 
few years ago, when Pope Pius TX,— who was claimed 
to have been a gentle ruler — was in power, was arrested 
without warning, hearing, or being allowed bail, ran- 
fined in the Inquisition, tried secretly, and sentenced 
to a punishment of diabolic ingenuity and cruelly. He 
was chained to the bottom of a flat-boat in the river 
without a cover day or uigbt, exposed to the glare of 
the sun and the deadly damps of the night air. When 
you understand that the Italian never walks in the sun 
for fear of it, but seeks even the morning shade of the 
street, never sleeps with an open window for dread of 
the malarial air from the Campi^a, yon see the 
fiendish intent of this punishment. And most of the 
squad in this boat did die, as they were meant to, — 
burned to death by the snn instead of the fagot, by 
slow torture instead of quick torture. 

The dismantled palaoe of the Inquisition is one of 
the features of the Rome that has gone. It is one of the 
few monuments that the world would ijot willingly 
see restoretl. It has fussed into the dust of history 
only within living memory, but its sinister waljs are 
already as admonitory a theatre for republican musing 
as the d6bris of the Fornra or the vanished altars of 
the Pantheon, 
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CHAPTER XL. 

oonstantine's battle-field. 

Ik Hoc 3ia»(o — Thb Liliptttian Faob of thb iMFEsru, 
CiTT — The Fobttm Komanhm — Ruins, Ruins, Ruinb^Tbb 
Habslb Pkoplk — On the Via TKroHPHALB — The Red 
Cross ik the S]£t. 

This mommg, while out in the saddle for ezercise, I 
. rode over the battle-field which, eixt«en hundred year* 
ago, decided the fate of Rome and the course of th( 
world's history — that decisive field overwhidi hunj; in 
the sky the great red cross, and in hooMgno led Con- 
flfantine into imperial power and made Christianity the 
religion of the State. To-day a body of Bersaglieri — 
Italian zouaves — were being exercised in skirmish drill 
on its skirts, peacefully playing at arms where the for- 
tunes of the world had been staked and won. It is so 
everywhere here — the tamer uses of the present stand 
out in sharp contrast ^vith the heroic memories of the 
past, which seem to reprove and shame them. This 
great battle was fought in tiie peaceful fields but a few 
miles from the walls, and its'nearness to the city serves 
as a measure of difference in strategic movements brought 
about by the use of firearms and long-range weapons. 
To-day this field — the centre of the contest in olden 
tim?8 — would be but the outer line of the city defences. 
Crossing the Tiber on my way into Rome, I passed in by 
the only bridge across the north of the town — the mod- 
est little Ponte Mblle. flowing over the very spot where 
Constantine threw into the river the dead body of his 
defeated rival, Maxentius. It was in this buttle and at 
this crossing was lost the seven-branched golden candle- 
Sti'k bhoqght, from the tempje pf,, Jerusalem' by Titna, 
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It was at this little bridge^ too, that the returning envoys 
of the Allobrogi were arrested and the guilty letters 
of the Catiline conspirators found on them — the letters 
that cost Catiline his head and brought triumph and 
political saccess and honors to Cicero. Attempting to 
cross this bridge, too, General Oudinot, a few years ago, 
met Mrith a severe repulse, and the yellow waters were 
crimsoned with French blood. It is thus that every 
inch of ground here has its successive strata of historic 
associations, and one cannot help feeling, even on a 
pleasure party or when employed in the pettiest pur- 
poses of every-day life, that he is walking among the 
tombs and monuments of the great. Not a spot here 
but has been the scene of heroic straggle and achieve- 
ment and sacrifice. 

Perhaps it is this very greatness of its memories, 
stretching back through time in endless vistas, which 
so dwarfs the impressions of modem Rome and makes 
everything look and feel so small and little. You look 
for a Roman senator — ^you see a dirty friar. Of course, 
as regards physical impressions, the American eye, from 
the grandeur of our continent, its mighty mountains, 
great lakes, and noble rivers, is set on a large scale and 
must be readjusted to Europe, where nature has been 
less generous and has graven the face of the earth in 
miniature. The seven hills of Rome which rise so 
grandly on our school-books and boyish imaginations, 
are really inconsiderable swellings of the surface of the 
ground. A night or two after my arrival I attended a 
dinner-party at Minister Marsh's, and left without th6 
least idea that I had been on the Esquiline hill, and 
that we had been drinking champagne in the classic 
precincts where of old Antony, and Virgil, and Horace, 
and Macsenas had been content with the more modest 
brands of Falernus, and thought them good enough to 
send down to posterity in history and verse. It would 
certainly be dangerous to fall from the Tarpeian rock 
to-day, but there is nothing appalling id the bat^ diff 
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to an American eye. I have a friend in Colorado 
who has in his private grounds a much more imposing 
precipice. The magnificent artificial lakes, too, of clas- 
sic fame must have been, many of them, mere basins, 
or perhaps fountains. The old Roman highways, the 
first military roads of liistory, are entirely too narrow 
for the march of a modern army with any safety. 
Even the great cita<Iel of the capitol — the Capitoline 
hill of l^nd and tradition, still crested with palaces 
and stately with etatued flights of stairways — is yet a 
very modest elevation. The Pantheon is but a small 
church, as indeed were all the Roman temples, the ser- 
vice being sacrificial and conducted by the priests alone, 
or, at most, sometimes in the presence of a few distin- 
;uished personages of state. The Tiber, which gleams 
ike a golden thread through all the poets, is a dirty, 
muddy, nnpicturesque stream of inconsiderable width, 
but of some military consequence by reason of its depth 
and slippery banks. The Corso, with all the glamour 
which tlie carnival has thrown about it, although now 
the leading street of Rome, as in the days of imperial 
glory, when it was the via lata, or Broadway, of the 
capital, is quite narrow and unimposing, ils shops 
meagre, its sidewalks wretched — one of those places 
that, if in Philadelphia, would be thrown up as a 
reproach to Councils, and adduced as an instance of the 
inefficiency of Republican ai^lministration in cities. 

The F^rum, that magnificent theatre which shines so 
splendidly in imagination, is a space of very moderate 
dimensions as seen on the ground. It hardly seems 
adequate at all to the purposes with which history cred- 
its it. It is a lengthy quadrilateral area, narrowing 
from one base to the other. The extreme landmarks, 
from the standing arch of Sevems to the ruinetl arch 
of Fabins, are perfectly well known. This space in- 
cludes the comitiam, an open place for holding mass 
meetings, and the forum proper. Its dimensions, as 
given by Bunsen, are but six hundred feet in length by 



370 ROME. 

an average breadth of say one hundred and Mty feet. 
And tfaie area, alUiongh prpLably entirely flawed with 
Ktone or marble pavement, was not an uno&tnicted 
space, but was studded with public monuments, altars, 
(»lumne, torabe, statuary, besides tbe several rostra, the 
corridors of pillars under whose shades the orators and 
clients walkra, and the legion of statues of the great 
generals. It is not as large as the central Perm Square 
in Philadelphia, in which stands a single solid buildiog 
whose foundations are four hundred and fifty feet 

Snare. Yet Penn Square lootts of modest Bize to an eye 
justed to the American range. And how the Forum 
dwindles, too, when contrasted with that majniificent 
sweep in Paris embracing the gardens of the Tuilerie! 
and the Place de la Concorde. Much of the splendoi 
of the Forum Komanum undoubtedly came from th» 
grand bnildings which lined its limits, the shining tem- 
ples, the imposing basilica", the triumphal arches, ano 
the overhanging glories of the Capitol hill ; but allow- 
ing for all this, it could have never have compared with 
the grandeur of modern civic magnificence. 

To be sure, It must be borne in mind that the attri- 
tion of ages has worn down the hills, and that the con- 
tinuous wreck of centuries has levelled up the surfact 
of the ground ; but still, the histfiry of Rome is so fai 
greater than its physical features that the first sight of 
them generally disappoints the traveller. The altar of 
the world is a small one. 

Again, the general impression of Itome which one 
gets from the street is one of commercial pettiness. 
Everything exposed for sale is in small quantities. The 
shops are petty, and meagre almost to poverty. There 
is no a<lverti.sing, no display, nothing of any kind to 
Indicate that lousiness is being carried on on a broad or 
generous sfale, or with any amount either of capital or 
stock of goods. With the exception of a few of the 
leading stores, the shops are such as one sees In Phila- 
delphia and New York in the poorer streets. The 
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wholesale feature of trade is entirely absent. Meo 
work for small ends in a small way. 

In fact, Italy, as well as all Continental Europe, lives 
by small economies. 

It is the lesson which we must learn in America, and 
have been learning latterly by severe experience ; and 
it is wonderful how much it means for the poor man or 

fierson of moderate means. These people here abso- 
utely live on what we throw away. For instance, beef 
here, wholesale — a dressed beef or a quarter of it — ia 
more costly than in Philadelphia or New York; but 
the steak raw, from the small butcher-shop, or cooked, 
from the restaurant, costs less than with us. The saving 
is in the division, in the consumption of every portion, 
and in the absence or strict limitation of the profits of 
middlemen. Everything is counted to the centime (the 
one-fifth part of our cent), in which figure all petty 
amounts are kept. 

The benefit of this severe economy to the whole 
community Is seen in the large number of Americans 
and English people of moderate means who come here 
to live. While residence here temporarily, or for those 
whose tastes or calling compel them to associate with 
people of distinction or inlinence, is as expensive as in 
most other places, those who come to reside perma- 
nently, and to live quietly and ratlier obscurely, can do 
so with great comfort on incomes which would not 
support bare life in America. The things wliich are 
lavish here are the luxuries of cultui'e. 

There is a profusion of art and ruins, which cannot 
be described. The heavens seem to have rained down 
sculi)ture and statuary on the favored city. There are 
statues of tlie great dead of history and tradition, of 
Christian and pa^n, and legendary fame, by thousands 
and thousands. Whole galleries and corridors are lined 
with them. Parks andpublic grounds and fountains 
and squares and courts are thronged with a marble 
population, while the hundreds of churches are all 
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stately and imposing, with a wealth of stoLe effigies, 
angels and arcliangels, warriors, popes, cardinals, and 
princes. Out the Appian Way mutilated statues, like 
voiceless sentries, stand guard over the unknown dead 
of unknown lands for miles. You cannot dig the 
foundations of the commonest house but you come on 
ruins, and these ruins may be rare and costly marbles. 
In fact^ there are people here who "prospect^ the soil 
for antiques and marbles, just as in Nevada or Cali- 
fornia they prospect for gold mines. Statuary, a single 
piece of which in our land would be the central feature 
of a millionaire's residence, is here found in the most 
out-of-the-way places, and consigned to the commonest 
uses. In the house where I lodge, for instance, — not a 
palace now or ever, but the dwelling of a citizen of the 
middle class, — the landings on the stone stairways are 
adorned with old Roman tombs ; and all the time, in 
some new niche or corner, I come on a burial-urn, an 
inscription, or piece of sculpture ; while over the inner 
court of the garden a bust of Domitian frowns all day, 
and looks miserable when it rains. 

According to an official Roman record preserved, 
there were, a.d. 540, in Rome 22 great equestrian 
statues in bronze, of which only one remains to-day, 
66 ivory statues of the gods, 80 gilt statues of the gods, 
of which only one remains, and no less than 3785 
statues of emperors and generals in bronze. Now, of 
these nearly 4000 great bronzes only the very slightest 
number have survived, while we have thousands of 
marble statues which apparently were too common to 
be enumerated. What must have been the marble 
wealth of Rome, distributed in her 17,097 palaces and 
13,052 fountains and 39 theatres and 9000 baths of 
that date, and in her numberless temples and wealthy 
private houses ! It was a marble population as great 
as that of many a busy and ambitious American" city 
of our day, — say Hartford, or Nashville, or Omaha, or 
Denver. And this classic population was not confined 
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to imperial Rome, but was spread over all Italy, even 
to such pnrely commercial points as the ship ping- port 
of Oatia. This was the legacy which pagan civilization 
left to the keeping of the medissval Cliurch. 

It is a curious fact, too, tliat while thousands of dol- 
lars are spent annually in the restoration of classic 
ruins, the ruin of to-day goes steadily on. Churches 
are frequently falling into decay. Old arches and gate- 
ways and w^ls that, a few centuries ago, defended 
their owner's landed premises, are now peacefully fell- 
ing down around farm-fields, mortified, perhaps, in 
their decayed gentility at their lowered fortunes. 
Even the faith of the hour cannot preserve its shrines. 
Riding, the other day, out the Via Triomphale, only 
five or six miles from the city, and on the open high- 
way, I came on an abandoned roadside altar that, within 
only a few years, had been one of some pretensions 
The bent cross had fallen from the top of the arched 
niche, the lamp — its light gone out for ever — lay un- 
tended and untouched, the once brilliant frescos, de- 
picting in life-size figures the Crucifixion, were being 
washed out by the rain. The glass an{l iron which 
had protected the shrine were bent and broken. There 
was no sacrilegious hand to mutilate or deface the con- 
secrated spot, but there was none to tend or protect. 
The service was over, the worshippers were gone; the 
faith of old had fled, and all this with a church almost 
in sight and ihe fallen shrine itself built into the high 
walls of a pile of substantial farm-buildings. I reined 
up my horse, to look and think, before a Christian altar, 
forgotten, as desolate, and silent, and abandoned of 
human heart and prayer, as if it had been in Thebei 
or Carthage, and all in sight of St. Peter's great dome. 

Yes, in Rome itself, on this spot which has seen the 
dissolution of the greatest systems of human thought 
and human power, ruin is at this hour the law and 
order of the day. The Church, its hold on the confi- 
dence and trust of the people gone, is even now but a 
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historic "survival/' a picture slowly dissolving in the 
approaching rays of some new dispensation, and the 
civil government of Italy, in common with those of all 
Europe, visibly trembles under the volcanic rumblings 
of Red Republicanism. The red cross of Constantino 
is in the sky again. 
Bomb. 



CHAPTER XLI. 

OSTIA. 

A Buried City — The Lost Shipping-Port op the Ancient 
World — Campo Morto — In the Waste of the Marbmna 
— Ancient Roman Civilization— An Italian Pompeii^In 
THE Wilderness and Desert on the Confines of Rome — 
Medieval Ostia — The Saracen in Italy. 

This week, in company with a New England author 
held in honor in Europe no less than his own country, 
I drove down to the buried seaport of Ostia, at the 
moutli of the Tiber, to spend a day among its ruins. 
It was our purpose to visit this locality at our leisure, 
and, by a somewhat careful examination of the ground 
in person, establish clearly to our own minds the out- 
lines and lost physical features of what was once the 
first commercial metropolis of the world, and that, too, 
at that splendid time when its imperial dominion cen- 
tered in Rome. 

This lost and ancient city, now seated in the heart of 
pestilential swamps, and apart from any line of civil- 
ized travel, is rarely visited, although it has been the 
theatre of much critical study, and vast sums of 
money have been spent on it, from time to time, in 
intelligent archaeological explorations. It is, however, 
a most interesting spot, and eloquent with the lessons 
of history. In fact, its mute ruins give a vividness 
and color to our conception of the busy Jife and ao- 
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tivities of imperial Rome which you do uot get in Rome 
itself. 

Ostia was the seaport of Rome, the Tiber at Rome 
itself furnishing no facilities for extensive wharfage 
or the reception of vessels of lai^ draught. A 
flush period of the Roman power it was the Livei 
of the world. It was greater than Liverpool, f 
was the shipping city of the world at a time ' 
there were no railways x>r telegraphs. It was 
many centuries, the point from which the great It< 
expeditions to conquer, one after another, tlie coui 
of the known world deharked. From here S 
Africanus sailed with his fleet for Sgiain, and Clai 
for Britain, and by this shore long, long before, A 
had sailed up tlie "yellow" tide. From here for 
dreds of years set out the fleets of many oared mere 
men for Carthage and Corinth and Tyre and Side 

To-day this city, once throbbing with the come 
of the world, and floating its triumphant navii 
absolutely abandoned, desolate, and silent. Hi 
life has left it. The degenerate Rome of to-day h: 
knows where it is, forgetting it, with its liundre 
other foi^tten glories, and even tlie Tiber has chu 
its banks and deserted it. It lies under grounf 
under water in the centre of a deadly waste. 
mal-ana is known, in the picturesque tongue of ] 
as the Campo Morto; so fatal is its breath tl 
is popularly believed to be death for a travell 
spend a night at Ostia. And, even before the si 
of night fall, the passing stranger shudders — with 
reason — as he sees spectral arms of pale mist stt 
iiig out from the marsh to clasp him in their d< 
embrace. These fever-swamps that engulf the 
doomed town stretch into dense forests of stone- 
mingled with thick underbrush and thickets, thr 
which roam buflalo and wild boar. And all this w 
twenty miles of the gates of Rome ! 

That an absolute wilderness should exist witl 
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few miles of a great city like this is something almost 
incredible to an American mind. Yet so it is. There 
being no public conveyance in this direction, we hired 
a private wagon and driver, and set out under our own 
leadership and guidance. The driver liad never been 
to Qstia, and did not know where it was, and we ex- 
plored our way through guide-books and maps. The 
road was sufficiently bad ; at times, however, the sur- 
face of the old Roman " way*' came to the ground, its 
massive, irregular stone blocks giving us, at any rate. 
a substantial foundation. 

Leaving Rome, for about two miles we had a pleasant 
entourage of farms and fields. This, I believe, is a 
rather modern reclamation, the whole interval between 
Rome and Ostia haying been for centuries a desert. 
These few farms, however, seemed to feel themselves 
on the frontier of life and near the confines of the land 
of death. There was a stillness and want of motion 
that seemed lethargic, and almost oppressed you, even 
passing through it. There were a few closed chapels 
and some abandoned wayside altars falling to ruins. 
Every haystack was surmounted with a cross, as if 
appealing to heaven. At about the extreme limits of 
cultivation there is a monastery, which, however, the 
monks desert in the summer, fleeing for their lives. 
In the winter they inhabit their possessions with com- 
parative safety, tending some good vineyards, and, L 
suppose, the chapels of the vicinage. Under the 
stimulus of modern science they have recently under- 
taken the cultivation of the eucalyptus tree, which they 
raise in groves, and from which they manufacture a 
liquor which is claimed to be a useful preventive 
against the malaria and fevers. 

Very soon this meagre life died away, and we were 
in a desert, with the domes and campaniles of Rome in 
sight. From here to Ostia we rode through a dreary 
waste — dismal, silent, and barren of cultivation. The 
soil is good enough if reclaimed from the malaria] 
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swamps, but man has given it up. The swamps, which, 
even in the time of Troy, were known as unhealtliy, 
had been abandoned in modern times entirely, and had 
become a refuge for criminala and convicts. Here and 
there a straw hut, not any better tlian our Indian 
wigwam, attested the solitary presence of some outcast 
or waifjife, but even these were few and far aiwirt. 
Within very recent years — since the government has 
undertaken the work of systematic exploration at Ostia 
— this kind of thing has been broken up, and travel ia 
safe enough, although there has been one known case 
of brigandage this spring. 

The siiarp contrast comes when one remembers that 
centuries and centuries ago this desolated waste over 
which we rode was smiling with villas, the homes of 
opulence and cultivation. History tella us that there 
was once a time when Ostia, with its eighty thousand 
of inhabitants, was an actual suburb of Rome, the 
' distance between the two l>eiiig an unbroken line of 
country houses and residences, built ou a scale of 
luxury and magnificence which has never been equalled 
anywhere or at any time else in the world. The 
classic writers speak of the "great mountains of white 
marble" seen far out on the sea which guarded this 
avenue of nations to the imperial city. 

The Ostia which students go to see and savants to 
explore to-day is a town of twofold corporeal shape — 
old Ostia and new Ostia. Both are gone, and are to 
be seen only in their ruins. The one is a wreck of 
Roman greatness, pf^n and imperial ; the other, of 
Roman power, mediteval and Christian. 

It is of old O-itia that I have been speaking bo fer, 
which t/j-(lay is simply a rough surface of field, broken 
by tumuli and ridges. Cmpping out of this surface at 
o<!d intervals you see broken bits and masses of massive 
brick masonry, the surviving remnants of arches and 
temples and foniins and tombs. In the sheltered 
niche of astorni-beaten and crumbling brick arcliwiv 
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over the inipoaiiig gate of the city we fell suddeolj 
npon a half-wild bitch, of Campiigna breed, with a 
Utter of pnps — the only resident of the once-powerful 
city. She looked as much startled as we were, but, 
aner a growl or two, settled down to friendship, and 
was perhaps glad of an incident to break the unevent- 
ful monotony of the wildernesa. 

Excavations at Ostia have been made during recent 
years onalai^ scale and in an intelligent and judicious 
manner. They are of peculiar historic value, as, the 
story of the city being so well known, they cannot be 
used to support theories or vague conjectures, but 
become illustrative evidence of fixed history. Ostia 
was also a purely Roman city. Its remains are the 
remains of a purely Roman civilization, unembarrassed 
by any Etruscan or Grecian admixture, and they reveal 
in vivid formaperfectpictureof the daily life of ancient 
Roman society. Excavations have been ma<le which 
develop not only temples and baths and public build- ' 
ings and detached walls, but long lines of streets enter- 
ing into each other, and in one district running down 
to the once-busy wharves. You can walk on the streets 
in which these people walked, and enter the houses in 
which they lived, see the frescos on the walls which 
their eyes enjoyed, and go up the stairs by which they 
ascended to the upper floors of their dwellings. You 
see the ruts of their chariot wheels in the Roman pave- 
ment of the streets. Going down to the wliarf, you 
find their com mission -hous<'B and shipping-offices. All 
around you, in vast quantities, lie fragments of pottery 
— the remains of the vessels and utensils they used. 
This pottery is generally coarser and euibellished with 
less ornamentation than that found in tlie ruined Azteo 
cities of New Mexico and Arizona. You may tread 
the forum where they met for Imsiness and exchange; 
the temple where they gathered for v*'orship — too bare, 
however, of altar or image to know whom they wor- 
shipped; the baths, the great luxury of Roman life; the 
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rare in quality and wonderful in number. The Ostian 
merchant of eighteen hundred years ago would have 
looked with curious contempt on the American million- 
aire of to-day furnishing his house with chromos or 
auction-room paintings, or engravings bought on the 
recommendation of a salesman. All this 'is the more 
wonderful when we remember that the cost of works of 
art was about equal to what it is now. A fairly good 
statue of full life-size cost $150, while a work of Phidias 
or Praxiteles brought $10,000 to $30,000. But to 
understand these values we must recollect that a slave 
could be kept for about ten cents a day, and that beef 
could be bought in the markets for four cents a pound. 

It is a humiliating contrast between classic and mod- 
em civilization, that for hundreds of years the rude 
lime-kilns in the woods around Ostia have been sup- 
plied with sculptures from the ruins to make lime for 
Koman peasants, and Roman princes and cardinals, too, 
at times, I suspect. 

The approach to Ostia to-day is a very pathetic remi- 
niscence of past cultivation and grandeur. You cross 
the fatal Maremna, which here sinks into a watery 
marsh to-day, but in past times may have been flooded 
with the healthy waves of the sea, by a solid causeway 
of hard Roman pavement, built on piles and protected 
on each side by a low wall or railing of stone and 
marble. All along this causeway of over a mile in 
length, abandoned for centuries, half hidden by die 
reeds and thistles or half sunken in the poisonous marsh, 
stand on either side forgotten ranks of marble statues, 
— vanished gods, limbless heroes, headless queens and 
ladies, worn and time- stained senators. Some are 
fallen, some are leaning, all are forsaken. And this 
imperial approach, impressive even in its abandonment, 
leads up to a wretched Roman trattoria, the refuge of 
outcasts and petty brigands. 

One of the marked features of the walls of Ostia, 
both interior and outside, is the variety of pleasing 
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eSecte worked oat by the simple use of brick, both in 
form and color — the very same effects within late years 
so largely introduced into the United States. 

Ostia is lovingly remembered in Christian tradition 
as the home of St. Augustine, and the place where he 
parted with his mother, Monica, to bear the gospel to 
Saxon England. 

Being the harbor and port of Rome, Ostia bore the 
brunt of all attacks made by sea, and her traditions are 
largely those of warfare and the repulse of pirates. 
At last, in the fifth century, she was utterly destroyed 
by the Saracens and razed to the ground. So ntter was 
the ruin that no attempt was ever made to rebuild the 
town; but three hundred years later another town was 
laid out about a mile away from the river and became 
a place of importance and interest. This was mediffival 
Ostia, known to-day as "the new town." Here b^an 
again the fighting with the pirates, and the old Middle 
Age fortifications yet extant tell the story very grapiii- 
eally. That stalwart, fighting Pope, Julius II., when 
a cardinal, built here a castle so massive and secure that 
it yet stands in all its original strength, and is one of 
the best illustrations of raediteval military life which 
has come down to us. This compact little fortress ia 
a capacious round-tower — a perfect circle — surrounded 
by Ixistions, which are linked with a curtain, and the 
whole encompassed by a wide and deep ditch. It is ex- 
tremely picturesque, and, as it stands on level groiyid, 
was capable of indefinite defence in a time when it could 
only be taken by land. Nevertheless, the besieged were 
safe only by sleepless vigilance. Half an hour's care- 
lessness would have let in the enemy. 

For hundreds of years these castles and towers of 
Ostia — for there were others of them — maintained this 
fluctuating and eventful warfare with Cilician pirates 
and Saracenic armies; but at last, in the utter exhausts 
Ion which marked the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries, 
here, its life flamed away, and they, too, lay down in 



ruin and weariness. We picked our way through a 
marshy and treacherous plain that once was bright and 
brilliant with the tents of the Saracen ; under decadent 
forests that not many hundred years ago hatl heard the 
evening prayers of me Moslem. To-day an exhansted 
Roman workman or two scraping gently on the edges 
of an endless mass of ruin, a frightened wild animal, a 
wretched peasant, the child, perhaps, of a convict, and 
born in a land of death, were all there was to break the 
melancholy solitude. Yet, after all, how much better 
than that the Turk should have succeeded in iixiug a 
European camp here as well as on the Black Sea I 

It is almost impossible for an American mind to con- 
ceive that here, within twenty miles of Rome, the altar 
of the learning and cnlture of the world, there is a wil- 
derness aa silent, as savage, as desolate, as on the empty 
plains or our untrodden frontier, where bndiilo and wild 
game range undisturbed ; a sancttiary for criminals — if 
tliere were anything to tempt crime or plnnder; a soli- 
tude that seems abandoned of man and of God. And 
it is a solitude, too, oppressive and stifling and appall- 
ing — for it is the silence of death and the grave, and 
not like the fresh solitudes of our Western prairies, the 
stillness of the morning. 

Yet listen to Pliny as he pictures the scene of this 
malarial desert nearly two thousand years i^ : " Such 
is its happy and beautiful amenity that it seems to be 
the work of rejoicing Nature, For truly, so it apiwars 
in the vital and perennial salubrity of its atmosphere, 
iu its fertile plams, sunny hills, healthy woods, thick 
groves, rich varieties of trees, breezy mountains, fertil- 
ity in fruits, vines, and olives; its noble flocks of sheep, 
abundant herds of cattle, numerous lakes, and wealth 
of rivers and streams pouring in upon it; many sea- 
ports, in whose lap the commerce of the world lies, 
and which run lai^ly into the sea, as it were, to. help 
mortals." 

RouB. 
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CHAPTER XLII. 

NEW EOME. 

ThbCittofthe NawQiTARTKR — Thk Union Armvov Italy 
AND ITS Civil Uses— Modernization of Bomb— Convents 

AS QOVKBNMBNT BtJILI'INOS — UnMUZZLKD BOOKSTORKS 

Politicians and EsaiNKKEa — The Ambsican Churoh- 
The Peotkstant Obatkiard. 

Not the least among the aetonishhig sights of this 
famed and ancient city, and certainly the moat unlooked 
for, is the New Rome tliat is arising every day strong 
and beautiful, dean and hygienic and lusty. 

This is an entirely new-hnilt section, where every- 
thing is modern, fresli, and recent. "Whole streets of 
newly-erected liouses meet one's view, the streets them- 
selves wide and straight, well graded, and handsomely 
laid out, and the whole is of a few years' growth. It 
is such a quarter and development as one would ex- 
pect to find in Cincinnati or Chioj^o, but the last thing 
looked for in Rome. The buildings in this new quar- 
ter are not architecturally handsome. The liout^es are 
very large, rectangular structures, affording only plain, 
straight lines to the eye. They are, however, palaces 
ID their spaciousness, being very broad, the fronts 
measuring from fifty to one hundred feet, and as high 
in elevation as the best blocks in our cities. They are 
convenient to live in, but not picturesque structures, 
and although entirely different in construction from the 
American dwelling-house, the long succession of them, 
sll of the same style and pattern, gives the effect of an 
American street. They are also as devoid of historical 
interest or association as the wooden-paved " avenues" 
of a ten-year-old Western metropolis. This new city 
lies from the BatJis of Diocletian to the Esqnilin? HiU 



386 MODERN ITALY. 

and extending back to the walls, taking in all the 
ground from the Porta Pia to the Porta Majjjgiore. 
The backbone of the section is the broad Via Nazionaky 
running from the new railway station to the Via 
Quirinale. The races were transferred from the Corso 
to this street at the Carnival of this year. There are here 
large modem hotels, a fine new theatre, a handsome 
American Protestant church up, ground broken for an 
English one, and grand rows of palatial " flats/' Along 
with all this development there is the usual incident 
of rising prices and speculation. Italian speculation, 
however, is something very childlike and innocent to 
American experience. 

This whole quarter is a result of New Itaty, and has 
sprung into life entirely since Victor Emmanuel got the 
reins and Cavour eflected " The Union.'' It is the evi- 
dence that Italy has awakened at last to the modern 
life, and is swinging into place in the column of the 
nations. While we may regret the loss of the pictur- 
esque and the absence of scenic effect, it is an encourag- 
ing and hopeful sign, welcome to all who do not believe 
in the saving grace of squalor and wretchedness, and in 
the godliness of dirt. 

There are many influences at work now to push for- 
ward the development of the Roman people. In many 
respects the people strongly resemble us. They have 
intelligence, versatility, adaptability to circumstances, 
ready tact, and a very practical vein. There fs the 
same bright countenance, the same activity and light- 
ness of motion seen in the best type of the American. 
This is especially the case with the North Italians, who 
will be the brain and power of the new kingdom. 

The union of Italy, and the consequent birth of a 
national instinct, has given a powerful ini])etus to 
progress. Along with political freedom has come, too, 
the removal of the frijjjhtful mental incubus of ecclesi- 
astical tyranny. As long as an Inquisition could arrest 
men in. the night-time and try them in secret for their 
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beliefs and opinions, there was no hope for either moral, 
intellectual, or political advancement. The only relief 
lay through violence and bloodshed, and the odds were 
f^ufully against the suffering victims. Now all that is 
changed, and the movement can go on, healthily and 
under the law. 

As matters now stand, and as they must stand for 
some time, the bayonet is the saviour of Italy. It is a 
sad admission to make, but it is the truth, and measures 
the vast difference between the unhappy condition of 
this people and the fortunate circumstances of ours. 
The struggling people of Italy have secured their rights 
from the ecclesiastical aggression of ages only by the 
bayonet, and they hold them only by the bayonet. 
Disband the armies of free Italy, and the Church would 
reassume temporal power and rule in a month. The 
government of the people, for the people, would be re- 
placed by the government of priests, with its hideous 
and appalling record of the last one thousand years. 
Education would give way to enforced ignorance, and 
civil rights be lost utterly as the light of the courts of 
justice went out in the hopeless night and outer dark- 
ness of the Inquisition. Americans, with their in- 
stinctive love of freedom, often resent the constant 
presence of the soldiery here, who throng the streets 
and stand on guard at every turn ; but they are in this 
case a necessary evil. It is unfortunate to have to rely 
on military power even for a season, but it would be 
still more unfortunate for Italy to abandon its protection 
at this moment. It would be a treason to humanity 
and to the trust of government, for it would be sur- 
rendering, without a struggle, all the work and cost 
and blood of the last thirty years. 

Again, the army at present, in addition to its mili- 
tary uses, serves as a good school to the young men of 
new Italy. It educates them to the conception of 
nationality, and accustoms them to the use of civil 
force against ecclesiastical usurpation. Heretofore, to 
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disobey a priest, who was in reality an unscrupulous 
politician, or to resist a corrupt bishop, has been looked 
on as a sacrilege and resistance to heaven, that might 
be followed by supernatural punishment. The people 
were in the unconscious bondage of superstition, which 
can be best broken up by the constant visible presence 
of the power of the civil law. 

The soldiers of Italy are a fine-looking body of men, 
intelligent, cleanly, of resolute bearing, and in excellent 
condition and discipline. They are so far beyond their 
less fortunate brethren who are not in the ranks that I 
think the best thing, both for the State and the people, 
would be to draft the whole remaining population, and 
let every male in the kingdom have the benefit of a 
few years' service. In each regiment the recruit gets 
a good elementary schooling in the common elements 
of education ; but beyond that he receives a moral 
training, inducing habits of self-reliance and self-respect, 
which are just what the peasant and poor artisan need 
after a thousand years of priest rule. The army is the 
common school of Italy, and it is the best she can have 
at present. 

Again, it Ls the judicious usage of the war minister 
to shift the troops about, placing the northern battal- 
ions on duty in the south, the southern in the north, 
and so on, the very thins^ which is needed to break up 
tlie sectional and local feeling so disastrously strong in 
Italy. The young soldier, after his military service is 
over, feels that he is not any more a Genoese, a Pisan, 
a Neapolitan, a Roman, or a Florentine, but something 
better and greater, — an Italian. 

One of the most conspicuous features of new Rome — 
the Rome that is open and free — is the new American 
church on the Via Nazionale. This handsome edifice, 
built by the present rector. Rev. Dr. Robert J. Nevin, 
of Pennsylvania, has been put up only since the open- 
ing of Rome by Victor Emmanuel. It is of large size, 
even for this city of basilicas, and is constructed in the 
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engiDeering go together in Italy, as they Jo also in 
France, and tliia sympathy makes engineering a popu- 
lar and prominent study. Tiie average Italian candi- 
date for political office ia not a lawyer, as with us, but 
an engineer. 

Modern Italian literature, however, is comparatively 
mef^re and limite<l in its range. The ^Kipular want 
is, therefore, supplied by translating copiously from the 
literature of other nation^, and it is surprising to see 
how thoroughly the better works of the world have 
been appropriated. All the standard English hooks 
and much of the current publications of the United 
States and England are reproduced iu Italian. This 
is done promptly, and as that Canada thistle, the mid- 
dleman, has not yet overrun Italy, books can he bought 
there comparatively cheap. They are much chea|)er 
than with ns, when our enormous markets are taken 
into account. These bookstores of which I am speak- 
ing are not confined to the new quarter, but have spread 
all over Rome, and now in ihe low precincts of the 
Pantheon or even under the spiked guns of San Angelo 
one may see modern seientilic tracts exposed for sale 
among little tin hearls and cheap rosaries and the votive 
offerings of all kinds so well known and so flimsy, rude, 
and gaudy. 

There is another movement which has operated 
lai^Iy to the modernization of Rome. The civil gov- 
ernment in succeeding to the estate of the ecclesiastical 
government has taken many of the old conventual 
properties for public use. Thus, all the departments 
of State— the War Office, ihe Navy, the Post Offltie, 
the Foreign OfBce — are now quartered in fine large 
monasteries, and brisk -walking, cleanly-clad officials 
have replaced the filthy-habited, flea-haunted monks 
who made the city picturesque anil dirty only twenty- ' 
five years ago. This kind of appropriation has been 
on a very large scale, and quite changes the face of 
many localities. 
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Just beyond the Ostiaii gate through which the holy 
AjHJStle St. Paul was led to execution, and at the foot 
of the colossal iiyramidal tomb of Cains Cestus, the 
only surviving monument of Eonoe wliicli witnessed 
his martyrdom, nestles "The Pr()t*'8tant graveyard," 
also a field of the Italy of the nineteenth century. It 
ia " outside of the walls," but a centnry or so ago R«me 
was not either civilized or Cliristian enough for even 
that. 

This burial-ground ia one of the loveliest plates 
around Rome, and is full of tender and suggestive 
associations. It is the graveyard of those wlio die here 
out of the Bonian communion, and is already, ]>orhaps, 
the most Catholic spot in the city. Russians, Danes, 
Germans, French, English, Amcricatis, Italians, and 
men I know not of what other tongues, lie here together 
awaiting the resurrection. Under its dark cyjtresses, 
and among its clustering roses, are some twelve hundred 
graves — a silent congregation from all l!ie world. The 
title to the ground is vested in the German government, 
through wh<jse courtesy and Christian clmrity and na- 
tional courage the people of all the world find that 
consecrated rest whidi is denied tliem elsewhere in Rome 
by act of its Ciiurch. 

This quiet and beautiful spot, covered with violets, 
swept softly by fragrant winds, sleeping, as it were, 
out of the world, is so restful and soothing that it has 
a singular charm for all who see it. Shelly sang it long 
ago— 

" Where, like a 
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are those who, full of youth and hope, were cut down 
on their travels — brides, perhaps, on their first jour- 
ney, or those who sought life in foreign lands and 
found death. By far the largest proportion of names 
are from England. The English do not have that 
semi-morbid desire for burial in their own land, under 
any circumstances, which presses so heavily on the 
American and Chinaman. On many of these tombs 
are read the names of noble and wealthy families of 
England ; Init although England is so near, and her 
family burial-grounds are more beautiful and impressive 
than those of any other people, when an Englishman 
dies in Rome, no matter what his rank or position, he 
generally sleeps there. Here they are in force among 
the roses and lilies and oleanders of Italy, lords and 
ladies and children, admirals and generals with their 
slumbering effigies, poets and artists and travellers, at 
peace forever. Indeed, so peaceful and beautiful is this 
spot, so full is it of catholic association, so emblematic 
is it of the fellowship and brotherhood of the whole 
world, as it shall stand on the resurrection day, when 
all the tribes and tongues and nations of the earth shall 
meet together, that I do not wonder so many persons 
of note and educated tastes have accepted it as their 
final rest. 

BOMK. 
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CHAPTER XLIII. 

CSITED ITALY. 

Ii'AUAH Poimcs — Thb Great Work ot the Un" 
Italt — Thb Chtjbch in Politics — Settling an '. 
or KiHOTMUs— flBcrrioNALiaM — North and South I' 
A Look into the Ohambsb of the Conobbbb of th 
EuroDOH 07 Italt — Eholibh Features of the 
—Monte Ottobio— The Minibtbt— The Flooe ( 

HODBB. 

The union of Italy is tlie keynote of modem ] 
politics and political histoiy, imd it has been a 
achievement. The more one sees under the si 
and meets the leaders of the several interests an 
ties, the more he is impreased with the consni 
abilities and energy of the men who achieved it. 
own Union in 1776-83 was hut child's play con 
with the work in Italy of the past twenty yeai 
our pending question of reconstruction is simpli 
of the problems yet to be solved in this country 
it becomes one nation, thoroi^hly united in hea 
head, with common interests, common hopes, 
common future. 

Let me for a moment briefly summarize some 
grand diflSculties which have stood in the way. 
fairly bristle as we call them up, starting bai 
through the centuries and enlisting all the huma 
sions. They are historic—of blood, of clima 
religion, of civic pride, of finance, of ignoran 
topography. 

And first of blood. The Roman race is at i 
but a conglomerate one, hut Italy is not even 
Roman. ITaples and the country round about 
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sfttled by Greek colonies, and the people to this day 
retain the peculiarities and show the traces of their 
Grecian ancestry. Sicily has even a marked proportion 
of Arab blood. Then, again, there is a North and a 
South Ilaly, far more marked in their diflerences and 
histories than the Nortliem and Soutliern States of our 
country. Their <lifferences come from twenty centuries. 
Their special characteristics are rooted in the ages. But 
the dangers of sectionalism here are not limited to the 
clashing interests of two or three great natural sections. 

In Italy sectionalism means city pride. As men- 
tioned in a previous letter, the city has been the politi- 
cal unit of Italy for all its known and even legendaiy 
history. The walled city held no communication with 
its neighbors, save those of vrnv, and they knew each 
other only by feuds and forays, or formal treaties with 
each other against others. Lven to-day the people of 
one Italian town talk of each other as foreigners, and 
speak commonly of Genoese, Milanese, Neapolitans, 
Koraans, Florentines, Pisans, just as they do of French, 
Germans, English, or Americans. It is in their blood 
and will not go out inside of this generation. They 
have to be educated, not from the conception of a prov- 
ince or a state up to the idea of nationality, but from 
the very primitive start of the municipal idea. 

Again, there are the gef^raphicul troubles. Lai^ 
portions of the new nation, sui^h as Sardinia and Sicily, 
are islands "cut off," of course, from the instantaneous 
communication of rail — the new artery of the modern 
body politic Even the mainland is not compact, but 
straggles througii changing climates, inducing ditferent 
modes of living, and therefore ditferent habits and 
customs. 

There is a North and a South Italy, with differences 
of temperament and tastes just as wide and deep-seated 
as any that exist between our Northern and Southern 
States. There is, indeed, a rather eurioua parallel be- 
tween our two nations in this, North Italy holding 
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much the same relation to South Italy as do our 
Northeri) States to our Southern ones. In the North-* 
ern Kingdom of Italy the people ar^ industrioas, active, 
and comparatively prosperous. Their children go to 
school. They themselves fall in as far as they can 
with the thought and movement of the age. The hold 
of the Roman Catholic Church loosens first in the 
North. Humbert, the Union king, comes from the 
Northern house of Savoy. 

As you go southward these characteristics gradually 
weaken and disappear. Industry gives way to idleness, 
activity to laziness, school training to ignorance, religion 
survives in superstition, and the dirty mendicant monk 
becomes the true representative man of the country. 
The statistics of Italian illiteracy run exactly as do 
ours, from North to South. From the latest data in 
the Anmmno Statwtico, it appears that in every thou- 
sand o^ the population the number that could neither 
read nor write, in 1871, was, in Piedmont, five hundred; 
in Lombardy, five hundred and twenty-eight; in Tus- 
cany, seven hundred and twenty-four; in the Roman 
provinces, seven hundred and seventeen; in the Neapol- 
itan district, eight hundred and fifty-six; and in Sicily, 
eight hundred and seventy-two. It is the same de- 
scending scale as from Maine to Mississippi. 

Worst burden of all for Italy is this appalling igno- 
rance of the mass of the people, habituated for genera- 
tions to a galling slavery of body and mhid, ruled and 
owned from the cradle to the grave by priest or prince, 
and unused to self-management, self-providence, or self- 
control. These people, when brought face to face with 
the question of self-government, are pitifully ignorant. 
Ignorance is always suspicious, and they therefore mis- 
trust experienced leaders, and are more apt to be con- 
trolled by unscrupulous cunning than intelligently con- 
vinced by argument. By a law of nature large masses 
of ignorance always gravitate against intelligence, and 
the party that rais^ and frees this people must expect 
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to have them turn against it. At this moment Grari^ 
baldi, leading the radical element, and the Pope, rep- 
resenting the reactionary forces of the Vatican, alike 
agree in advocating universal suflrage. Garibaldi asks 
it as a logical and necessary step in his plan, accepting 
the immolate risk in the faith of the good that is to 
come. The Papal power is willing for this revolutionary 
step, knowing that it would bring to the polls legions 
of the contadiniy the ignorant peasantry of the villages, 
who can neither read, write, nor think, and who are 
controlled absolutely by their priests. At present suf- 
frage is based on a property qualification, and is con- 
fined to a comparatively small proportion of, the popu- 
lation. The qualified voters of Italy are, by last 
statistics, just 2.26 to every one hundred of population, 
and, on an average, only sixty per cent, of the vote is 
ever polled. Were the doors opened to manhood suf- 
frage the mass of the Italian vote would be directed 
straight from the Vatican, and cast against the party 
of union and freedom. 

The great disturbing element, however, — the ugliest 
trouble of all, — is the political claim of the Roman 
Catholic Church. Its relation to Italy is not at all a 
religious one, as in our country, but a definitely political 
one. It is not even the vexed question of Church and 
State — it is State or Church. The Roman Catholic 
sovereignty here claims the temporal dominion of the 
old States of *the Church as its right, and is fighting 
for it to-day by every means in its power. It excom- 
municated Victor Emmanuel,and would excommunicate 
King Humbert and the two Chambers of Parliament, 
and all the personnel of government in an hour if it 
would do any good. It is a political imperium in iwr- 
perio, and a i)Ower of such strength and ramification 
that it cannot be struck down without endangering the 
very structure of society. At this very day the king- 
dom of Italy is paying to the Pope, an active worker 
for its overthrow, an annual tribute of over six hundred 
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thousand dollars. Imagine some vast, restless power 
in our land which controlled, nominally, at least, the 
religious belief of the entire population ; which owned 
every church-building in it, with one or two exceptions, 
and directed all the worship in them ; which had a vast 
machinery of paid, organized forces, men and women, 
always at work, and which, entering into every family, 
* north, south, east, and west, and influencing all their 
members in their most sacred relations, reaching them 
in the cradle, at school, on the marriage-day, and at the 
hour of death, was restlessly and avowedly plotting for 
the overthrow of the government ; demanding it as a 
right, and adjuring all to aid in it as a religious duty ; 
imagine, further, that our people were so superstitiously 
devoted to this power that the government dare not 
strike at it, but must pay it a large pension — absolutely 
furnish it with means to carry on its claims — imagine 
all this, and you have some idea of the civil situation 
here, and begin to understand the appalling odds that 
confronted, and still confront, the leaders for union. 
They do not even hold their own camp. 

But leaving the consideration of all these organic 
diflBculties, inherent in the life of the people, when the 
hour of success at last came, and the act of union was 
consummated, the practical adjustment of the vested 
interests which were to be merged in the new nation 
was a matter of infinite tact, patience, and cost in money. 
It was, in fact, the settlement of an estate of seven king- 
doms. 

New Italy has been formed out of seven distinct 
kingdoms or powers, each one of which had a ruling 
family whose rights and interests society, the social 
order of Europe, recognized. The house of Savoy got 
the crown of Italy, but all the rest had to be pensioned 
or provided for in some way. 

Each of these kingdoms had its court, its army, its 
judiciary, its debt — all the machinery and burdens of 
sovereignty. The adjustment of these conflicting an<} 

84 
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unequal interests involved endless trouble and infinite 
concession and compromise. The debts of some of the 
little countries were relatively heavier than those of 
others ; had, perhaps, been extravagantly incurred, or 
for ends distasteful and displeasing to some. The armies 
of each little power, too, were different Some were in 
good order, others in poor. Some were relatively larger 
than others. In some the rank of the officers was rel- 
atively higher than in others, in some the pay, in some 
tlie proportion of officers to men. 

The same difficulties presented themselves in the civil 
list, and had to be adjusted — many of them by money. 
Pensioning was the easiest way, retiring the older men 
to make way for the younger, or the ineffident to make 
room for better. This, although expedient and neces- 
sary, was expensive, and hence Italy enters the family 
of nations with a respectable national debt. 

Our own political troubles and perplexities look 
small and petty when compared with these — but more, 
the leaders in the march to Italian unity have had to 
struggle against a moral opposition, — a traditional cur- 
rent of thought, — a stifling mental atmosphere, of which 
we know nothing. I heard a deputy on the floor of 
the chamber argue against the further extension of rail- 
ways in the kingdom, because the facility of commu- 
nication afforded the common people — the " working- 
men" was the word used — was dangerous to the good 
and peace of the country. "It produces," said he, 
" discontent, socialism, nihilism. These have come with 
the railways into Europe." 

Tlie longer and the deeper one studies Italy the 
greater becomes the conception of the union of It'ily — 
the grander the proportions of the noble monument 
which Cavour has reared to bear forever his name into 
history. 

The other day, through the kindness of a senator, 
who showed me over the parliament building and in- 
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troduced me into the chamber of the representatives 
during the progress of an important debate, I had an 
opportunity of seeing the '^ plant'^ of the government 
and catching a glimpse of the legislative machinery in 
motion. The hall was arranged as an amphitheatre, 
the members' seats rising at a very steep ascent. The 
speaker and clerks sat in the arena, as did the cabinet 
of the king, who, as in England, have the privilege of 
the floor to defend or advocate their measures, and also 
that the representatives of the people may interrogate 
them at any time as to their conduct of affairs. They 
do not vote. The ministry shifts also with the par- 
liamentary majority, as is the English usage. In this, 
in the presence of the ministers on the floor, and in 
paying them salaries and not paying the members, 
Italy has patterned closely after England, refusing our 

^ younger precedent. 

The assembly seemed to be composed of men very 
muSi of the age and same relative station of life as 
the membership of our lower house at Washington. 
The house was quieter and more decorous than ours 

' in the ordinary flow of business, but at one moment, 
when a little excitement did occur, it fluttered and 
quivered like a living thing in a way entirely impos- 
sible, perhaps, to a deliberative body of the Anglo- 
Saxon race. The little trouble flamed up instanta- 
neously all around the circled walls of the chamber like 
powder in a pan, and while the feeling was intense and 
the whole floor — speaking at once — seemed to throb 
and pulse with excitement, you felt convinced all the 
time that it w^as not deep or dangerous, and would die 
out safely, as it did in a minute or two, without leaving 
a trace. 

In this assembly the speaker calls the house to ordei 
by the ringing of a bell. It very effectually silences 
interruption and the discordant voices, but had to me 
something of a railway-depot effect, that being the sig- 
nal here for the trains to draw out. As in the churches, 
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however, they announce the presence of the Host by the 
ringing of a oell, it may have more dignified associations 
for Italian ears. 

The senate is appointed by the king, the lower house 
chosen by the people, the electors, however, being but 
a limited portion of the population, suffrage resting on 
a property qualification. Congressmen — deputies they 
call them — receive no pay, but liave high social and 
political rank by virtue of their office, a deputy taking 
precedence of a prince. This is a wise provision in a 
country where social rank is so great a force. 

The congress of the new kingdom of United Italy 
does not sit in the old Capitol of historic tradition and 
legend, nor even on its site. That spot, so rich in asso- 
ciation and suggestion, belongs to the city of Rome, 
and civic pride will not surrender it for the uses of the 
nation. It is a municipal treasure, and will not be 
given up. The chambers, therefore, sit in a missive 
old palace, which has been remodelled for their use. The 
palazzo Monte Citorio is plain, but very substantial, 
and seats commodiously the five hundred members. It 
contains library, reading-room, committee-rooms, and 
all the usual incidental accommodations. As the new 
kingdom is poor, all the fitting up has been done econ- 
omically, and with a very praiseworthy avoidance of 
extravagance, or anything which could bear that in- 
terpretation. Economy, indeed, is the rule of the new 
kingdom, and is seen in everything that starts with the 
Union. The new cabinet ministers, for instance, receive 
salaries of but $4000. There are many expensive 
legacies of the past, however. This parliament-house 
is the only public building, civil or religious, I have 
seen in Rome which is not weighed down with statuary. 
There is not a single piece in it, nor did I see any paint- 
ings save one — a full-length portrait of Victor Em- 
manuel. All the embellishments of the halls, library, 
and reading-rooms' were very modest engravings." Our 
country was recognized by an old but g^od likeness of 
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Washington, frame and all about one and a half by two 
feet in size. It would be a graceful act, and do good, 
if the Congress of the United States would send its card 
to young Italy in the shape of a large and full-size 
painting of the Father of that country whose Union has 
been the chart and sampler for the statesmen who con- 
ceived and are achieving the freedom of the Koman 
people. 

The library is small, but started on a judicious plan, 
and will grow into a valuable oollection. The leading 
papers of each country in the world, received daily and 
preserved bound, is one of its features. In the reading- 
room you sit and read the powerful journal of each 
nation. Everytliing here, as in the building at large, 
was severely plain and sensible, the best materiel of all 
kinds, but no show. The committee-rooms were en- 
tirely devoid of ornament, frescos, or sumptuous fur- 
niture, in sharp contrast with our gorgeous civic salons 
for this kind of use. 

In the general service of the building there was 
something more of form than with us, but not as much 
as is common in a private palace here. When one of 
the speakers arose during my visit to make his argu- 
ment, a servant in full livery bore to him some wine 
on a silver salver. All the employes of the house, 
— doorkeepers, pages, messengers — were liveried, and 
in addition wore a band or narrow sash of the national 
tricolor bound around the left arm, its breadth and 
varying degree of ampleness denoting their relative 
rank. Further, these servants of the legislative 
chambers differ very greatly from those at the Capitol 
in Washington, in not being under the impression that 
they are the most influential personages in the building. 

Rome. 

aa 84* 
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CHAPTER XLIV. 

GARIBALDI. 

Thb Rkd-Shirted Leader at Work on a Sick-Bed — Pic- 
ture OF A MHK?J.KrO|A88 ITALIAN HOMB — A MILITARY 

Headquarters wii^ 'no Red Tape — A Revolutionary 
Court — Crying the' Daily Papers in the Colosseum — 
The Garibaldian Creed — European Republicanism — 
The Emergence of the Common People. 

Italy — Garibaldi. The two names reflect and 
suggest each other to the American mind whenever it 
thinks of the Roman people, or of Italian nationality. 
And it is almost the same here. There are three pic- 
tures one meets everywhere in Italy, — in the streets 
and shops, side by side, equal in the honor and affec 
tion of the people, — King Humbert, Queen Marguerite, 
and Graribaldi. The soldier-king and the beautiful 
young queen are the fortunate man and woman who 
happen to represent in their persons at thisJiour the 
power of all the organized forces of society, govern- 
ment, learning, culture, aristocracy, property, for two 
thousand years. Twenty centuries are behind them, 
and combine to make them. Garibaldi is the orator 
of the common people. A man of themselves, — poor, 
simple in manner and speech, — they have raised him 
by acclamation to a seat beside princes in a land which, 
from time immemorial, has been the heritage of princes. 
His strength, too, represents a permanent force, and 
not an emotion or transitory excitement, for his power 
with the people is a sustained one, and has endured 
through an eventful life, checkered by poverty, mis- 
fortune, and defeat. 

Certainly, there is no man of Europe more worthy 
of study than this one, who represents the people in an 
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age when their advent to political power threatens the 
whole structure of society as it has traditionally existed. 

I had the good fortune of visiting Garibaldi the 
other day, in company with the proprietor of one of 
the leading New York dailies, and my brother, Rev. 
Dr. Nevin, of Rome, whose influence with a distin- 
guished officer here, the chief of staff of the Italian 
army, had procured us a responsible introduction and 
an audience- — the old revolutiona* ' o^et oral being on a 
sick-bed, and too ill to see visitc s except for good 
cause. 

The surroundings of the old hero, although severely 
simple, were rather dramatic, and thoroughly in accord 
with the popular conception of his person and habits. 
We found him in an obscure street, at the house of his 
son, — the house a very ])lain one, — ^aiid, for this town, 
small. The family occupied the second floor, what in 
the United States would be known as tlie third storv. 
The narrow hall and steps all the way up were stone, 
hard and cold, and the hall-windows looking into the 
street had no glass in them, were simply apertures 
in a thick stone wall ; save in the sick loan's bedroom, 
there were no carpets on any of the floors, but there 
were some brilliant and quite good frescos on the high 
ceilings. Tiie first room along which we passed, and 
which was necessarily in full view of every visitor, was 
the kitchen, odorous and picturesquely dirty, as is the 
custom of the country. A young woman was at her 
work in it, careless of the fact that a historic character 
would eat of her food, and that a revolution might be 
brewing in the next room. The setting of the picture 
was, in fact, quite revolutionary. Two doors off, in 
the solid brick gateway of a large, cold building, stood, 
or rather lounged, three rough men, with the air of 
irregulars, — ^the very picture of a vigilance committee, 
— who eyed us closely and curiously as we entered the 
door. At the entrance of the Garibaldi apartments 
we were received by an old soldier, wounded, clad in 
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coarse, civilian clothes, but wearing the red shirt. He 
viewed us rather suspiciously, as had several Garibaldi- 
ans whom we passed, half-posted, half-lounging, in the 
porter's gate and entry, evidently looking on my 
brother's ecclesiastical dress with no friendly eyes, and 
as entirely out of place in that locality. The name of 
the Italian general, however, acted as a talisman. Dis- 
trust gave way to respect, and when we informed the 
old veteran that we were soldiers and Americans, come 
to see his chief, we had at once a warm friend at court. 
He had fought in America for freedom, he proudly 
told us, and welcomed his co- patriots with enthusiasm. 

Here I should say, that in order to secure a more 
satisfactory and uninterrupted interview, we had left 
our letter of introduction and cards the day before 
with a secretary, and arrano;ed with him for a fixed 
hour to call. In true Italian fashion, this had been 
the end of that forethought. Garibaldi had never 
seen the letter, or heard of it, and we had to introduce 
ourselves with no word of announcement save, I sup- 
pose, the kindly commendation of our red-shirted 
comrade. 

Garibaldi lay on a narrow, iron-frame bed, of what 
we would call a hospital pattern, but which is of ordi- 
nary use here, his frame wasted, his face thin and worn, 
but his eye bright and sparkling, firing with enthusi- 
asm, or softening into warm and genial sympathy as he 
spoke. He called in quick and nervous tones for the 
letter when he found it had not been delivered. A little 
granddaughter scudded around the bedroom, hunting 
on tables and chairs for the paper. The old soldier 
ran to a large heap of letters and documents piled on a 
side- table, without order or arrangement, and tumbled 
them over and over, but without effect. Some of them 
bore the official envelope of the Quirinal. Some women 
from an adjoining bedroom took part in the hunt, but 
without results, and at last, as the sound of many voice.s 
^U talking at o»ce cleared, and the clatter of hands and 
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feet stopped, the cry went up, ^'Menotti has it!" 
Menotti was the son, and out of the house. 

The old general spoke with some little effort, but to 
the last with enthusiasm. He remembered America 
with friendly kindness, and seemed unaffectedly pleased 
when I told him that his name was a household word 
with our people. His eye kindled as he spoke of the 
united Italy, and seemed to thank the stranger that 
took the friendly interest to ask about it and express 
sympathy with it. In fact, the raison dCUre of Gari- 
baldi is the union of Italy. It is his instinctive sym- 
pathies with every impulse in this direction which give 
him such a hold on the hearts, and make him the ex- 
ponent of the will and aspirations, of the Italian people. 
Union means the ultimate coming forward of the 
masses. Coming out of the bedroom of the prostrate 
soldier, I was curious to observe the manner of life of 
the man and his following. It was intensely democratic. 

In an ante-room there waited twenty-six people, six 
of whom were women. Some of the waiting crowd 
were foreigners, but the great bulk were Italians, and 
apparently quite poor. Of all the native attendance 
there was but one man whom we would call in our 
coup try well dressed.^ There was a committee of seven 
young men with an address, — a delegation from some 
Italia irndenta club, — a rather combustible-looking 
body. There was a poor woman, evidently come for 
help; the correspondent of the London Times; a 
bright, half-faded, dark-eyed woman of the adventuress 
type; some more veterans, come likely to snuff up the 
prospects for future work. It was emphatically a court 
of the people, and in it you seemed to breathe the air 
of uprisings and revolution. There was no formality 
of any kind, but work went on of itself — with earnest- 
ness if not with regulation. A secretary was writing 
busily at a small table in the centre of the room, all his 
papers and work exposed to the crowd. No cards were 
sent in, but the red-shirted soldier a(;tod as master of 
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ceremonies, communicating with Garibaldi from time 
to time, and announcing results effectively by opening 
the door and letting in such as were called for. There 
was little furniture, and most of the visitors stood up 
while awaiting their audience. On a wardrobe- top, 
used for table purposes, lay some stray letters, news- 
pa|>er8, and a volume in tlie French language. I 
picked it up. Its title was La Papesaa Jeanne. 

Garibaldi suffers great personal disadvantage in the 
likeness of him which has gone over all lands, and 
which is, perhaps, all that the photograph can do. He 
nee<ls a painter to give him to the world, and a painter 
as great as himself. The accepted picture, which is 
. known the world over, may l)e a correct map of the 
lines of his physical features, but it misses entirely the 
real man. It is heavy and rather stolid. He is bright, 
of fine intellectual cast, and with an exceptionally sym- 
pathetic smile that wins all hearts. It is this real, 
earnest, world-wide sympathy which has made him the 
leader of the common people of Europe. He is neither 
a soldier nor a statesman, he is an impulse and an 
enthusiasm. He has made military mistakes, and his 
political moves are often erratic to a degree. They are, 
in fact, not politic movements at all — simply straight- 
forward demonstrations, in season and out, for the end. 
His is the heart, not the head, power, and as the masses 
of his forces have, at present, no higher sense of action 
than tlie blind, personal following of some leadership, 
his is the force that is needed. Being without govern- 
mental power, he has no responsibilities, and so far 
does not need the strength of judgment and careful 
policy. He represents the aspirations of a people that 
long for the morning after the dreary night of the 
Dark Ages. 

And nothing but loving sympathy can do the work 
for them. Nothing but that could sustain the leader 
or hold the trust of this people, steeped in the dense 
ignorance of centuries of slavery of mind and soul. 
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Ignorance is always its own hopeless foe by an inex- 
orable law. The ignorant man is suspicious by reason 
of his ignorance. The suspicious man is a ready dupe 
to cunning and tow suggestion by reason of his sus- 
picions. When the battle of universal suffrage is fought 
by Garibaldi for the Roman people and won for them, 
they will turn against him ami vote for the reactionary 
l)ai-ty, just as surely as did the negroes of the South 
with us. He has faith, however, and is willing to 
ntake the sacrifice, trusting in God for the ultimate 
resolt. 

The struggle for the social advancement of the com- 
mon people on Ibis spot is a very (liscouraging one. 
Even the centuries work against it. The other day, in 
the shadows of the Colosseum, I heard a faint, thin 
cry. A newsboy, a youth of some nineteen years, had 
come in with half a dozen papers on his arm, which is 
a fair load here. He looked around, advanced reflect- 
ively, called out two or three times: "II Popolo Ro- 
mano" on a decrcscendo scale, and then he too subsided 
info rest and meditation. The presence of the cn^vd- 
ing years was too ranch, and this is largely (he history 
of all action here. The great national force is inertia. 

Garibaldi throws his grcjit politicid influence with 
the king, who in this stage of affuii-s represents United 
Italy. When he came to Eome, some ten days since, 
weak and sick, carried almost like a dead man from 
the depot to his son's house, amid the cheers and wail- 
ing of the populace, the king paid him the first visit. 
Some days later Garibaldi repaid it, going in a carriage, 
which he was not able to leave. He was driven into 
the lovely gardens of the Quirinal, when the king came 
down, and, entering .the carriage, sat with him during 
the interview. His relations with the established gov- 
ernment are cordial and complete; in fact, he is drawing 
a large pension from the State. 

While accepting the crown as the representative to- 
day of established government and Italian union, and 
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throwing his inriuence with it in the interest of order, 
(laribaldi is in no way satisfied with the administration, 
and his political position is on the extreme left of the 
ivf^fis. It is doubtful, however, if he would be satis- 
fied with any government. He is a poet, although a 
writer of bad verses, and lacks the practical grasp of 
statesmanship. It is his mission to arouse and destroy, 
not to protect and administer. 

It would be a mistake to think of Garibaldi as an 
American Republican. He is a born revolutionist, with 
all those dangerous beliefs which European conservatism 
have made the creed of European Republicanism. So- 
cialism, communism, nihilism, have his undoubted 
sympathies, and I think he would gladly break up the 
present order of society at any immediate cost. With 
the assassination of kings he has expressed more than 
sympathy. His deliberately written words are those 
of encouragement. It sharply defines the contrast 
between European and American Republicanism, be- 
tween the fortunate condition of the people of America 
and the desperate state of the masses of Europe, to 
remember that assassination, which with us is never 
regarded save as an unmixed crime and a cowardly one, 
is, in Europe, dispassionately, and often intelligently 
considered as a political weapon, and that not as a 
remedy for evil, but merely to call attention to it. It 
is in many cases a deliberate act of self-immolation. 
Garibaldi has all his life been heading forlorn hopes 
against the entrenchments of privilege and vested 
power, and his feelings very naturally are very differ- 
ent from those of men who have never had to fight 
this battle. 

For a whole lifetime Garibaldi has been the mover 
of the oppressed peoples of Europe, leading them in 
one desperate effort after another that has always ended 
in his defeat and disaster. To-day, as he nears death, 
his body worn away by the force of the still living and 
powerful soul within it, it is dramatic to think that he 
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stands, like the leader of old on Pisgah's top, almost 
in reach of the promised land of his hopes and proph- 
ecies. In Germany an appalling military despotism, 
like a blind fate, is forcing the question of human rights 
to a violent issue on a grand scale. In England, to-day, 
the social and political power of the common people is 
steadily growing healthily and peacefully. In France 
they stand a guard in possession of the government. 
In Italy they wait in hope, under, |)erhaps, the freest 
constitutional government of the continent. In Russia 
they are blindly rising in crime and blood — illogically, 
illegally, but in a way that is striking terror into organ- 
ized society all over Europe, and forcing the consider- 
ation of the situation on the fears and conscience of 
those now fortunate classes who, for a thousand years, 
have enjoyed the trust of government without ever 
being called on for an account of their stewardship, or, 
perhaps, ever thinking much of their responsibility. 

BOMX. 
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Ebbpikg the National Holiday op thb Union — The People 
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Common Life in Italy — Modern Italy — Public Build- 
ings — The Roman {Sunday — The Newspapers. 

• 

To-day, being the first Sunday in June, is the 
national holiday, — the Fourth of July of New Italy, 
— and it has been kept with a good d»al of enthu- 
siasm ; the more so, perhaps, as it falls this year on 
Whit-Sunday, and l)oth parties, the *' blacks" (papal) 
and the " whites'^ (national), can join in gentle vivas 

and wearing flowers. 

s 85 






410 MODERN ITALY. 

The streets were crowded all day long with well- 
dressed and intelligent-looking people. It has seemed 
to me that the throngs on the streets and piazzas were 
of a better class of i)ersons — more prosperous, and 
brighter looking in face and manner — than those who 
turn out on the Church fete days. They are the people 
of New Italy. Among them were groups of peasants, 
man and women, — the men in their sheepskin clothing, 
and the women with their red shawls, outside corsets, 
and Ionic head-dress, giving local color to the scene, and 
relieving the otherwise dead level of the respectability 
of the multitude, which looked much like an American 

crowd. 

The main feature of the day was a review of the 
troops and their parade before the king and the queen 
and their court. Some five thousand infantry were in 
line. The soldiery were in very good condition for 
field service, but they had not that finish of drill and 
accuracy of movement which our army had attained 

fenerally before its disbandment in 1865. Wherever 
have seen the Italian troops this creditable feature 
comes out. They seem to be drilled and handled with 
constant reference to effective field use, and compara- 
tively little attention paid to the parade side of the 
training. They always march with a long, swinging 
quickstep, and have achieved a wonderful celerity of 
movement. 

After the review, the troops were formed in double 
lines, faced inward, along the broad and handsome Via 
Nazi<^»nale, leading to the Quirinal, and through these 
lines rode the queen in an open landau, with ladies and 
officers of state. Following her, about five minutes 
later, the king rode down the lines on horseback, ac- 
companied by Prince Amadeo of Spain, a large and 
brilliant staff, and his body-guard, which is not a show 
troop of costumed dragoons, but an effective body of 
cavalry. I had the opportunity some weeks ago of 
inspecting this troop at their barracks, and Mas sur- 
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prised to find how thoroughly tliey were equipped for 
field service, and how thoroughly the officers accepted 
this as their work, never for a moment seeming to think 
of themselves as being set apart for mere escort or 
ornamental duty. 

As tjie queen passed down tlie street there was a 
graciously hearty acclamation from the dense crowds 
which suited on both sides gainst the living walls of 
soldiery, — and it was repeated when the king appeared. 
The demonstration, however, while real and kindly, 
was not as vigorous as is our American fashion. I have 
seen a governor received in Philadelphia with far louder 
cheers and much more violent enthusiasm. The vivas 
and hantj -clapping rather reminded me of the fashion- 
able repressed and kid-glove encoring of our Academy 
of Music. Perhaps this may be explained by saying 
that the lower claaseg of the Italians have as gentle 
manners as the higher classes of Americans. I noticed 
this particularly in the behavior of the troops towards 
the people. They held their lines always intact and 
kept the street clear, but without a rough word or 
action, — officers and men had the manners and demeanor 
of gentlemen in a ball-room throughout all tlie move- 
ments. 

The display of bunting was very moderate, and not 
at all equal to the ordinary American demonstration 
on the Fourth of July. The flags were few and small 
compared with our show on such an occasion. Indeed, 
the y&ry largest in size was an American one, which 
floated from the campanile of the American Church, and 
directly under which the royal l>arty passed. 

In the evening there was an illuminatiou of ihecity 
in honor of the event. Roman fireworks are noted the 
world over for their excellence and cheapness, and the 
display was creditably brilliant. The old Castle San 
Angelo, the centre of the illumination, stood out 
grandly, like a fortress of fire, and, as the successive 
- «iplosions of the fireworks booiiic<l through the city, 
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one ooold almost imagine that some of the old warrior 
popes were at their work again. The Vatican was dark 
and silent. The national/^ of to-day is a State anni- 
versary, held in honor of the adoption of the modern 
constitution. As the pope is virtually a dethroned ruler 
here, and still keeps up his claims to the temporal sover- 
eignty of his old kingdom, he would hardly be expected 
to join in the celebration of the adoption of the liberal 
constitution under which King Humbert administers 
the government. 

The transition from the absolute autocracy of the 
Papal government to the very limited monarchy of the 
United Kingdom has not been a quiet or easy one, and 
the ecclesiastical and civil parties stand widely apart. 
Under the old rigime^ the Church had gotten to be the 
main land-owner of the country. Two-fifths of all the 
real estate was said to be in its possession. The new 
government found it necessary to confiscate a large por- 
tion of this and return it to healthy uses. Laws were 
passed appropriating large properties for the immediate 
use of the government, and providing for the gradual 
extinction of the monastic establishments, which had 
grown plethoric with estate and meagre in membership. 
To-day nearly all the great department buildings are 
confiscated convents, and many others have been sold 
or rented for private purposes. These buildings often 
still retain their old legends and titles, and the efiect is 
singularly confusing, and at times odd. 

Over a restaurant, for instance, on this street you see 
ave gratia plena. The headquarters of the police de- 
partment, which, however, is itself a somnolent institu- 
tion compared with Scotland Yard or an American 
" Central Station,'^ is full of ancient inscriptions from 
the catacombs in erudite abbreviated Latin. Along the 
front of a pension, not far oiT, I read every day that fine 
old sentence from one of the fathers : " Per varias heic 
cetates et tempara mtce omnes aique ceternam tendimua 
patriam/^ and " Dis Manibus/' from half a dozen tombs^ 
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meetu me every time I ascend the stairways to my own 
rooms. 

In fact, the intrusion of classic association and tra- 
dition into the commonplace life of every day is inces- 
sant. Every morning our butter comes #on the table 
stamped with an image of the she-wolf suckling Rom- 
ulas and Remus, a favorite print here ; and it is a sad 
come down to read S. P. Q. R. — those imperfal initials, 
so fraught with transcendent power and' meaning to our 
school-boy mind — ^^on the municipal street-carts and the 
caps of the city latiip-lighters. 

It seems like calling up the spirits from another and 
far-off world ; and yet that world, perhaps, was much 
like our own. Any one going through the galleries 
of the Vatican and Capitol, where there are thousands 
and thousands of statues and busts, would be struck, I 
think, with the likeness of the old Roman politicians 
of the Republican period to the politicians of our own 
country, particularly those of the South and Southwest 
of the generation just previous to the war. There is 
the same gaunt, meagre, self-reliant face and figure, and 
often that half-careless and shabby swing or slouch of 
the body. 

I have before mentioned that the Italian of to-day 
resembles strongly the best American type of this mo- 
ment, — the man with fine-cut, intellectual face, sym- 
metrical form of body, and light, elastic step, — that 
type which seems to prefigure the coming American 
man when the race shall have fully sloughed off the 
grossness and dross of its heterogeneous mixture and 
evolved its own distinctive form. 

There is even now a strong parallel between the 
physical appearance of the two people which you can 
trace down into detail and to classes. The soldiery of 
New Italy strongly resemble the best regiments of our 
volunteers. They are both the armies of freedom. The 
upper middle classes of Italy, the hope of the new king- 
dom, liave much the appearance of the middle classes 
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of our own country, — ^the rank and file of the Repub- 
lican party. Both classes are doing the same work for 
their respective countries, — leading them up and onward. 

I may as well say here, for fear of misleadingj that 
the Romans themselves acknowledge do kinship in any 
way with any Northern nation. From the high plane 
of their descent and traditions they look down on us 
all, EnglFsh, Americans, Germans, and Russians, as 
barbarians. Tliey are too polite to say this, and irre- 
proachably courteous in their demeanor, — noblesse oblige^ 
— but, nevertheless, they think it. They are polite and 
kind, not because it is our due, but because they owe it 
to their name and heritage. This feeling of infinite 
superiority extends to the lowest classes, who all look on 
themselves as ^Id families comjmred with the outside 
world. Notwithstanding, they look on all foreigners as 
a fair nubject of plunder, — poor wrecks sent by a kind 
Providence to be stripped and overcharged. I think 
the stranger in Italy pays just about double for every- 
thing. I have seen oranges sold out of the same basket 
at one price to the Roman and at more than double to 
forestieri. A curious illustration of this is found in 
physicians' bills. The regularly accepted tariff of the 
average physician is, for a visit to an Italian, ten lira 
(about two dollars); for a visit to a stranger, twenty 
lira. The populace thus, by a motion of their own, 
levy a high ex[K)rt duty on all goods sold out of their 
country, or to be taken out, and even on services ren- 
dered to an outsider. 

Living is very cheap in Italy for many reasons. 
Labor is to be had in abundance at a few cents a day ; 
lodging or house-rent comes to little, because the solid 
stone dwellings, built for a once greatly larger popula- 
tion, are still there, and are a free gift to the present 
generation; the cormorant middleman has not come 
yet, and the fish of the sea and generous fruits of the 
earth, olives, figs, grapes, cost almost nothing. Bui for 
the stranger on the trodden highways of travel, all 
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There are rooms and offices for every conceivable 
purpose, and those for the accommodation of the public 
nearly always in duplicate,— one for men and one for 
women. All these rooms are frescoed or painted, and 
equipped with furniture of massive style and artistic 
design. So lavish is the embellishment that the corri- 
dor affords a walk of six hundred feet of continuous 
pictorial design, much of it fantastic and quaint, and 
all on the theme either of the railroad or telegraph-wire, 
steam or fire. The building has just been opened to the 

fublic, and is daily thronged with groups of aesthetic 
talians — ^which means the lower classes as well as what 
we call the educated — discussing with interest and ani- 
mation the taste and execution of the work. 

To present fairly the liberality and enlightened pro- 
vision of the Roman government, it must be remem- 
bered that Rome is a city not one-third as large as 
Philadelphia, and that its people do not have the 
habit of writing and communication. There is, for 
instance, no newspaper mail at all as compared with 
ours. There are no large business establishments 
flooding a whole continent or the world with circulars. 
In fact, the circular is not known here in our sense. 
Finally, of the quarter of a million people here, there 
are vast numbers who never either send or receive a 
letter. I doubt if the amount of business of this office 
is one-tenth that of ours. As an illustration of the 
different habits of the people, among the wealth of 
rooms in the building (and there are so many that 
they seem at loss sometimes, I think, to know how to 
label them) there is one set apart for the public and 
common use of any one who wants to write his lettei's 
or address them, or do anything of the kind at the 
office. This room, all brilliant with painting, had in 
it four small tables, neatly fitted out with stationery, 
ink, pens, blotters, etc., two seats to each table, and 
was, in fact, a charming little retreat. Just one seat 
was occupied. Id Philadelphia, or New York, or 
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Boston^ one hundred chairs would be kept pretty well 
filled. 

Even in so purely democratic a matter as post-office 
accommodation, both for the people at large and the 
men who serve them, we have something to learn from 
a monarchy. 

Sunday is the central day of the week in Rome m 
social and civil as well as in religious life. Parliament, 
or congress, sits on this day as on any other. Most of 
the shops are open, although the attendance at church 
is good. It is, in fact, a mystery to me where the 
people in the churches come from, as the streets are 
full and the town busy. Political meetings are gen- 
erally fixed for Sunday, although there are not many 
of them. The fresh cartoons appear on the walls and 
in the shops on Sunday. It is the visiting day, and 
the day for putting on cleanly-washed clothes among 
the jxx)r people. It is a brilliant day on the Corso, 
that lively little avenue being crowded with equipages, 
and blue and scarlet with uniforms. In the evening 
there is always ihe opera of the week, and in the pri- 
vate houses balls and receptions. This social use of 
the day is not confined to the Italians or Roman 
Catholics, but holds among Protestants, and English 
and Americans as well, who readily fall in with the 
social usages of the country, and give their dinner- 
parties and receptions according to its customs. It is a 
national or Continental, not a religious, characteristic. 

It is to be said for the Italians, if we would present 
the question fairly, that, while it is perfectly natural 
and a matter of course among them to use Sunday for 
their pleasures and recreation, it is also perfectly natural 
and a matter of course with them, as it is not with us, 
to go to church and worship devoutly on week-days. 
Service is going on all the time in the numerous 
churches here, and fairly well attended. You can hear 
a sermon every day in the week if you want to. Some 
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people here perhaps do. A good number hear mass 
every day, and a vast number enter their churches 
daily for personal and private prayers. If tlie Italians 
carry their pleasures into Sunday, as we do not, they 
also carry their religion into the six week-days, as we 
do not. 

The whole Sunday question is at bottom like so 
many others, one of climate and habit of life. The 
differences grow out of different modes of life inxluced 
by different clime and land. These people, having 
warm sun and soft skies the year round, live out-of- 
doors all the time, and have no family-life, in our 
sense, where the family lives from morning to night 
within walls to itself. They could not adopt our soli- 
tary observance of Sunday, simply because they have 
no close houses to shut themselves up in. Our ordi- 
nary habits of life to them would be imprisonment. 
They live on the street, under the trees, out by the 
fountains, in open gardens, in their cool marble 
churches, grand and lofty, and in the stone-flagged 
plazas. If they stop working on Sunday they must 
see each other. 

Once upon a time, hundreds of years ago, there lived 
here a tailor called Pasquino so witty that his sayings 
were the talk of the town, and brought him custom from 
all, both high and low, who loved to come to his little 
shop and hear in clever phra'^e all the ])ungent scandal 
of the day. This tailor-shop was a kind of liberal club 
of those days. Right opposite it, on the angle of a wall 
of a palace, stood a large statue of some person — as 
is so often the case here — unknown. The friends of 
Pasquino after his death, unwilling to give up their 
diversion of witty criticism and satire, still kept on 
forging their sharp comments on public men and 

Cassing events, hanging them in written form on the 
ase of this statue ibr the amusement of the public. 
"Tbe statue very easily took the name of Pasquino. • To 
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by printed posters. One morning you find a card of 
one side posted all over the place, and groups gathered 
reading it. In a day or two, or perhaps the third or 
fourth, — ^things move slowly, — appears a reply similarly 
posted. The people read it, and at their homes talk 
over it. Printing, of course, is cheap, and also posting. 
This usage extends even to advertisements, which will 
not go into the papers, although advertising is cheap 
enough, six to eight cents a line for one insertion. 
Does an Italian want to let an apartment he never 
thinks of advertising in a paper, but has a package of 
hand-bills struck off, and placards the town. The 
little advertising there is in the papers is done by 
English and Americans. 

Under these circumstances the Italian papers, although 
there are plenty of them, are naturally thin and weak. 
They are all poor and able to spend but little money. 
The Italian does not ask for news with his morning 
maccaroni, and they, in consequence, do not give it to 
him. He knows nothing of the world outside of his 
city, and there is no correspondence. Only in one 
department do they compare with us, and in that they 
often surpass us. Their editorials are often strong, 
polished, timely, and scholarly. Here the paper, re- 
jected by the mass of the people for tlieir common uses, 
has a special function. It is the channel adopted by 
the leaders of New Italy to reach the thought and influ- 
ence of the Nation. There is generally but one article, 
such as we call "editorial,'' a real leader, occupying the 
first column of the first page. It grasps the leading 
issue of the day and handles it with vigor and depth. 
There is a scope and breadth about many of these arti- 
cles which reveal in their writers a large knowledge of 
the world, and that trained habit of thought which 
comes from the discipline of education. In this spirit 
and style the great questions of Church and State, of 
the right to the ballot, of the use of an army, of inter- 
vention or non-intervention in European politics, of 
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home political construction, and the hourly arising 
problems and complications of the new Union are daily 
discussed, and this high plane of discussion is one of 
the most encouraging and hopeful signs for the Italy 
that is to come. This is not, of course, the character 
of all the editorials, nor of those of all papers, but it is 
of many of them, — enough to give tpne and a character 
1:o the general press, or at least a liberal portion of it. , 

The reason for the strength and high chiracter of 
this class of articles is clear, — they are not written for 
the mass of the people, who would perhaps be best 
moved by a very passionate and an ad captandum style 
of writing, but for the men who control and lead. 
They are the work of leaders reaching out to other 
leaders and men of influence and power. At present 
only these use the newspapers. The average Italian 
lets it alone. Hence the strong " Vatican'' articles ; 
the strong " Parliamentary" articles ; the strong " Rad- 
ical'' articles, which one sees every week here in the 
several leading journals. The newspaper is a real 
channel here for the statesma!i. 

The lisual price for a daily paper in Rome is two 
cents. The circulation is small, but very many persons 
read the same sheet, — perhaps an average of ten. In 
time the newspaper will be a great popular institution 
in Italy, for the Italians are a people given to reading, 
and fond of talking about what they read, but at pres- 
ent it is foreign and strange to the ingrained habits of 
centuries and must work its way slowly. 
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CHAPTER XLVI. 



THE ITALIAN LIFE. 

Kinship of the Modern Italian and the American — The 
Visible Blood-tie of Thousands of Years ago — The 
Common Education of Italy and that of the United 
States — Thk Two Civilizations — Bright Side of Lower 
Class Life in Italy — Rule of the Roman Mind — Polit- 
ical AND Social End of Travel. 

When one goes to Italy expecting to find there in 
the people of to-day the full-blooded descendants of the 
Roman senators and imperial pro-consuls who stalked 
like demigods through our well-remembered school- 
books, he suffers, of course, a foolish disappointment. 
In race and blood the modern Italian is largely the 
same manner of man as we are. His national fibre, in 
good part, is like our own, Teutonic. Our race an- 
cestry in one great branch — say in the male line — is 
the same, and our common ancestor is not very far back. 
Some few thousand years ago our Teuton forefathers 
came swarming together out of those wondrous cavern- 
ous shades in Asia which neither Revelation nor history 
have yet illuminated ; and only about twelve to fifteen 
hundred years ago they separated, the Gothic branch 
pouring over Southern Europe, Italy, lower France, 
Spain, the Scandinavian branch streaming over North- 
ern Europe. Certain Gothic tribes flooded over the 
Alps into Italy, washed out the civilized people and 
government of the soil and caniped there in history. 
Certain other tribes, their Scandinavian kin, pushed 
for the northward and westward to barbarous Britain, 
swept away the rude people and institutions, and made 
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It is the advantage of comparative social studies that 
they enable us to see ourselves somewhat as other peo- 
ples see us, and as we cannot see ourselves. We Ameri- 
cans value certain things and prize them highly, and 
rank ourselves above all the world because we possess 
them^ and despise those nations who do not possess 
them. The Italian values certain other things, achieves 
them, is proud of himself because he has achieved them, 
and contemns those who cannot understand his way of 
thinking and living. We despise the Italian as igno- 
rant and lazy ; he looks down on us as rude and uncul- 
tivated. He is just as honest and sincere in his con- 
tempt of us as we in ours of him. The decision must 
come from some higher and broader court than either 
nation. 

The average Italian has leisure and cultivation, and 
he despises the American who has neither. The aver- 
age American has food and clothing and work, and he 
despises the Italian who often has none of them. 

Let us try to look at this question a moment with 
Italian eyes and not our own. In inviting a competi- 
tive international comparison the American would 
probably put forward as his first and strongest claim 
to superiority, "We are the better-educated people." 
"No, the Italian would surely say; "you are not. 
More, you are grossly uneducated. To be sure, you can 
all read and write and have an illusory proficiency in 
the lower branches of education, but in all higher edu- 
cation your national mind is a blank. Your average 
citizen can read tyi)e, but he cannot read a Titian or a 
Fra Angelico, as our humblest people can. He under- 
stands arithmetic, or book-keeping, or contracting, but 
he cannot understand a work of Michael Angelo or 
Phidias. He would not know a Praxiteles if he found 
it on the roadside, and could not enjoy it -if it were 
given to him. Even your wealthy classes are too 
ujaeducated to purchase intelligently in our art mar- 
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ket. We 8«id over to you our refuse — ^8lop-sh:p paint- 
ings and ready-made statuary — because you prefer it, 
and will not buy our best work. Engravings of the 
masters will not sell in your great cities against mod- 
em, sentimental crudities that would not be exposed for 
sale in an interior Italian town. Your millionaires are 
incompetent to select the simplest picture for their 
swollen houses filled with all gross luxuries. The 
walls of their halls and drawing-rooms would often 
offend the eye and shock the taste of many an Italian 
peasant, x ou have a wonderful faculty for the prac- 
tical application of the exact sciences to common uses, 
which fits you pre-eminently to be laborers and traders 
for all the world, — ^to supply their bodily wants, — but 
you have not the higher flower of civilization, that 
culture and perfection of those nobler faculties which 
makes the wnole man a desirable and gracious bein^. 
You are fit to be manufacturers and mechanics for all 
men, but not to sit with them. You have not that 
mental and social grace which make companionship 
with you desirable, x ou are excellent toilers and labor- 
ers, but you do not get higher, — ^you never reach the 
intellectual and artistic side of work. Even your 
professional mechanic is not the artisan of Europe.'^ 

Now this reply does raise the question, What is 
education ? And if there are varying educations, which 
is the higher and better? Which makes the higher 
and fuller and happier man? Which is the higher 
accomplishment, the power to understand at once and 
thoroughly enjoy a patent rat-trap or a piece of sculp- 
ture? Is it a greater national glory to produce a sew- 
ing-machine or a steam-tug, or a school of art ? Is it 
a higher intellectual capacity to be able to read news- 
papers and science primers, or Correggios and Guides 
and cathedrals ? 

Leaving this question open, the advocate of the 
American life would probably select his ultimate posi- 
tion in the general comfort and well-being of the body 
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of iiie nation, and from this intrench raent argue, ** We 
are a pronperous |)eople ; every man among us is well 
fed, well clad, well housed/' And so we are in com- 
parison with Italy or any other European people^ 
" But/' says the Italian, "granting all that, is the body 
the man ? Is its care and comfort the pursuit of hap- 
piness ? The corpulent hog is well fe<l and warm and 
well housed, but what is he ? You have attained phys- 
ical well being and material prosperity at the neglect 
of the culture of the higher man. Your prosperous, 
well-to-do, perhaps wealthy man — the man you call 
successful — is often of coarse instincts, of ignorant man- 
ners, of unpleasant and vulgar address. He is devoid 
of that jx^rsonal cultivation — the culture of his mind 
and affections — which makes association with, him 
agreeable, and which, if he possessed, would constitute 
for himself a far higher and truer source of enjoyment 
than anything that food and clothing and gross luxuries 
of any kind, or to any amount, can bring him. He 
has sacrificed everything that is high in him to the 
getting of material comfort, and the best one can say 
for him is, that he can never understand his utter men- 
tal and moral poverty, his meagreness and unloveliness 
as a man. The poor Italian, with leisure, gracious 
manners, fine perceptions, refined instincts, and, withal, 
content; with a capacity to enjoy the highest develop- 
ment of human thought and genius, is an infinitely 
higher type of man. What is even your power of 
money? You can make money, which is the lowest 
relation of man to wealth. You cannot spend it, which 
is the highest relation of man to wealth. Our poor, culti- 
vated peasant is the superior of your vulgar rich man. 
Man does not live by bread alone; our civilization is a 
moral, not a material one, and must not be tried by 
material tests.'' 

Here is another issue which must be left to the decis- 
ion of some tribunal which is neither American noi 
Italian. 
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Whatever moy have been oat popular and conven- 
lional opinion of Ihe Italian in time? past, certain it is 
that the ednciteJ thought and thinking travel, both of 
England and America, are every day pronouncing a 
higher verdict on the modern Italian. And it is likely 
that this judgment will strengthen as we come to know 
more of him from personal knowledge, and as we grad- 
nally lift ourselves more and more above a provincial 
jtlane of mind. 

The modern Italian has virtues which are not ours, 
an education which is not ours, a national wealth which 
is not ours, a national ambition which is not ours. He 
is badly handicaj)ped by the centuries, but he has al- 
ready achieved wonderful things both in political and 
social advancen)ent. He lias broken the fetters of s 
superstitious bondage, of whose appalling and merciless 
power we have no conception. He has set out towards 
self-government, with the achievement of a federal 
Union of states in the face of obstacles which make 
our work in 1776 to 1789 seem crude and infantile. 
He has established an order of society by clas.=ftj, super- 
imposed one above the other, but not so greatly at the 
cost of the lower orders as in England. One never 
meets in Italy the painful servility of the lower class 
Englishman. The Italian peasant has the self-respect 
of a prince. In this respect the social structure of 
Italy is a liigher piece of work than that of England. 
The modern Italian bears a mast burdensome national 
debt with a fielf-control and honesty which far sur- 
passes that of the average American State or city. The 
repiidiator has not yet appeared in Italian politics. 

There is a positive wealth, too, throughout Italy of 
which we have no coiiceution. for it is not our idea of 
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libraries in the Italian provincial towns, and perha|)e 
no reading-circles or book-clubs, those excellent insti- 
tutions of our country life, but there are museums 
stored with a wealth of art and sesthetic treasure such 
as no American city can have at all, however metro- 
politan its ambition, descended palaces filled with 
fresQOs and paintings and sculpture by the masters, and 
cathedrals whose architecture and statues are a liberal 
education in themselves. And cathedrals and palaces 
are alike open to the people. So overflowing is this 
wealth that it cannot be enumerated, and does not get 
even into the guide-books. The statuary in the lovely 
cathedral of Orvieto, for instance, almost unseen by 
the tourist, Cardinal Wiseman pronounces to be " the 
largest and most beautiful collection of the time of 
Michael Angelo.^' Orvieto is a town that over here 
might rank in our life with Carlisle in Pennsylvania, 
or the county towns of Massachusetts. 

Still more, the commonest Italian is able to under- 
stand and enjoy all this wealth of art and education, 
and does have his enjoyment of it. All through Italy 
the galleries and private palaces, with all their statuary 
and paintings ana tapestries and furniture and carvings 
and marbles and precious stones, are open to the public. 
On Sunday, at least, they are absolutely free to all 
without cost of any kind. The princely families living 
in them on that day retire to interior suites of apart- 
ments, and all day long their halls and elegant salons 
and magnificent corridors and stairways are swept by 
the populace. Imagine for a moment the palaces of 
the Fifth Avenue, New York, or the costlier dwellings 
of Boston and Philadelphia being opened in this way. 
Yet this very week the costliest art treasures of all ihe 
world in the grand palaces of Florence and Rome are 
being exposed in just this way. 

It is the most pleasing sight in all Italy, as it is one 
of the most suggestive, to wander into one of these 
lordly palaces on a Sunday. Sauntering quietly and 
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compoeedly through hall and chamber and gallery and 
state-room, yon eee little groups of the humblest Italians, 
private soldiers, laborers, peasants, with their wives 
and sweethearts. They etroU at will over the palace, 
at perfect ease, diBCussiog pleasantly and intelligently 
among themselves the works of art. You always find 
them clustered before the best statues and the rarest 
paintings, arguing on their merits or pointing out to 
each other their hidden perfections. Ajid this tliev do 
without the aid of guide-books or catal<^es, which, if 
they had, tliey most probably would not read. They 
are far beyond the northern barbarian's stage of culture. 
Agmn and again this mortifying conclusion is forced 
on one in such scenes. Of the people in this drawing- 
room or gallery the Italians are of the lower classes of 
their country. What do they show? They have a 
perfect ease of manner, grace of movement and conver- 
sation, an intelligent appreciation of the master-work 
around them. The English and American people 
present are of the better classes of their countries or 
they would not be able to be here. And what do they 
show? One-half of them at least only ignorance and 
vulgarity. Heavy-faced millionaires, looking bored 
and hopelessly lost among the finest treasures of the 
world ; overdressed daughters, giggling and awkward, 
uncertain how to move in a palace; wives with dull, 
expressionless faces, who you know are going to mis- 
pronounce English if they open their mouths. 

In personal refinement and cultivation and sesthetio 
education the lower cksses of Italy have reached a 
point of civilization beyond that of our poorer classes, 
and our classes of uneducated wealth, and it is needless 
to add, far beyond the similar classes of England. 
Here, indeed, is the presentable side of the Italian 
nation, for the higher classes do not seem to improve 
on the lower in proportion to their advantages. Their 
education is not advanced proportionably, and they 
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seem to lack in virility and nerve. The fire of eon- 
questy the lust of achievement, seem to have died out 
both from the Gothic and Roman lines of blood. 

Perfiaps even here, however, the Italian would take 
issue and come in with a new claim. " We conquer 
not any longer by physical conquest, as did our fore- 
fathers in ruder days, and as you Northern nations essay 
to do now. We rule the world in these latter ages, not by 
force of arms, but by force of mind. The Roman Law 
to-day administers the justice of the world. You se6 it 
in the flesh in your own code of Louisiana, and on the 
statute books of Colorado and Utah, and it is the soul of 
the Equity Courts of England and the United States." 

" And the Papacy, — the Second Roman Empire, — is 
it not a magnificent demonstration of the genius of the 
Roman mind for rule? Is not this grand ecclesiastical 
empire the lineal successor of the First Roman Empire? 
Rome under the Ceesars ruled the world for half a dozen 
centuries by force of arms, — under the Popes she has 
ruled' it, or the greater part of it, for twice six centuries 
by force of intellect. She changed the form of empire, 
not the fact. And is it not a greater achievement to 
hold the mind of the world in subjection than its terri- 
tory ? This is just what Rome did when the Papal 
Pontiffs took the chair of the Imperial Pontiffs." 

Certain it is there is a subtlety in the Italian mind 
which is beyond our power to follow, and with which 
we -cannot successfully compete. We may condemn it 
in morals, but there it stands in fact, an intellectual 
development beyond our own, a, refinement or intensity 
of mental action which has not been given us. On this 
plane we cannot grapple with the Italian on even terms. 
On this field, which is one of mental force, he leads us. 

There is no greater good of foreign travel than this, 
that it gives us the opportunity for comparative con- 
trast and study of our own country, our government, 
our social institutions, our whole civilization, with those 
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of other countries. It is only against the iMw^kground 
of other countries and civilizations that we can see our 
own, and detect their failings or defetts, or dangerous 
tendencies. And these arc tlie'points we should look 
for and study. Where we are better than other nations 
— and that is, happily, in very many things — there is no 
danger ahead, and nothing to be won, and, consequently, 
nothing to he learned. Where we are behind other 
peoples there may be national danger in store for us, and 
there is certainly something to be achieved and secured. 
It is on tliis principle that in this volume I have con- 
sidered chiefly those features of foreign life which are 
superior to ours. 

The conditions of life for all in this country are 
much higher and more fortunate than they are now, or 
ever have been Ijefore, for any other people. If there 
is power in the peo])ie to govern themselves, as we all 
believe, and on which belief wc hav^, staked our na-, 
tional existence, there is no good reason why all the 
people of this country should not in time reach the 
privileges and culture and advancement which, in times 
past and in other countries, have only been reached and 
enjoyed by the very few at the cost of the ntany. This 
is our goal, and for this reason the liberal study of the 
institutions and civilizations of older countries is a ))rac- 
tieal [jolitical and social duty of the American citizen. 
It is part of the edncatt"n which he owes to himself 
and to his country, that he may discharge fitly and 
safely the high functions of his citizenshi|). 

To be of avail under our structure of society and gov- 
ernment this education must come directly to the whole 
Ijody of the ]}eople, and not to or through one higher 
class; and this, perhaps, under Providence, is the mean- 
ing of the siii^s of American travel which yesirly flood 
the face of Europe, the countless hosts of a new rac* 
moving over an old world, with gentler manners and 
aims, but impelled just as blindly and uncon.sciously 
as the fateful hordes of their Gothic forerunners. 
Boui. 
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HINTS Oh TRAVEL. 

OUBTOMB OF TrATSL AbBOAD AND AT HOMB — ThE EeD BoOKfi 

^SoMX XJkwbittsn Laws of Eubopban Life — Hand-book 
Eqttipmxnt — The " Impedimenta" — Routes — Railway 
Usages — Hotels — Lttogaoe — Guides — Special Centbbs 
OF Shopping — ^Food — Languages. 

In closing this series of papers let me hastily throw together 
some notes, the sum of repieated experiences, which may save, 
perhaps, to future travellers some time, labor, and the annoying 
quest of unwritten information. The usages of strange countries 
are more foreign than their languages, and it is these which the 
unfamiliar traveller needs to have translated. 

Boutes, — ^Distances are so short in Europe that in travelling 
in any one country, or even betweei> countries, it is hardly worth 
while to try to take everything in in one consecutive line or trip. 
It is better, if you wish to see any prominent person, or to be 
at any certain place at any fixed time, or to accept an invitation 
to visit, to do so, and double on your route for the rest of your 
journey. In other words, there is no economy in controlling 
your movements by distances, as there generally is in our vast 
territory. It is better to pay no attention to this, as railway 
fares will not be found to be the proportionately larger item of 
travelling expenses they are with us. It is the hotels that eat 
up one's funas. 

From the great centres of London and Paris, Rome and Ber- 
lin, you can work out everywhere with more economy than by 
trying to take in all you want to see on a consecutive schedule 
01 time and route. Again, as a rule, there is no economy in 
Europe in buying through tickets, as there always is with us. 
One uiousand miles of travel in England and on the Continent, 
made over the same route, cost exactly the same whether you 
purchase one ticket for the entire route or divide it into fifty, 
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—except in the case of a few " oiroular'' tickets purchased through 
agencies and sadly limited as to time of use. Further, when you 
are going to stop off frequently, a long ticket may become a posi- 
tive nuisance, so hampering and embarrassing are the conditions 
and limitations of its use. As a rule, it must be vUid or endorsed 
by somebody whereyer you intend to use it after having once 
stopped, and this form takes quite as much time and larouble 
as Duying a new ticket. By a ridiculous inversion of thought 
and business tact, the railway regulations abroad are all made 
for the convenience of the railway and police officials instead of 
for that of the passenger. 

iMggage, — Contrary to the common impression at home, the 
arrangements for handling baggage abroad are better and cheaper 
than ours. The registering is just as safe as our checking sys- 
tem. The only difference is between a paper check and a metal 
one, while the train and station employees are infinitely more 
careful in moving and storing baggage than with us. Only the 
traveller must not attempt to take care of himself after the 
American fashion. Let him trust himself at once to a porter, 
who for a few pennies will arrange everything, gather his lug« 
gage together, remove it from the station, call a good cab, and 
give the proper directions to the driver. The traveller's only 
care should oe to secure the most experienced and reliable-look- 
ing porter on the ground. He will place you in your carriage 
in a very few moments, and you will get from the station to 
your hotel much quicker, cheaper, and more pleasantly than you 
can make the same trip in any American city I know of. In 
Italy a cab for two persons, with a trunk and hand-baggage, 
will cost only from a franc to a franc and a half; in great Lon- 
don, for the usual course, not over fifty cents. 

Hotels. — Always select a small hotel abroad in preference to 
a large one of the same grade. You have better service and are 
more comfortable. Europe is beginning to build huge hotels 
after the American fashion, but they are not a success, and gen- 
erally combine the vices and defects of both systems. On the 
Continent hotels are advertised as first- and second-class. The 
first is the more elaborate and expensive house, and generally 
very comfortable ; the second is cheaper, everything is plainer 
and more limited, but of its kind it is solid and good. The sec- 
ond-class European hotel is not a shabby or nasty imitation of 
a first-class one. The proprietor is not ashamed of the grade 
of his house, but advertises it openly, and is as proud of keeping 
an excellent second-rate hotel as of doing anything else well and 
honestly, in which he differs largely from his American brother, 
who is always assuming to offer first-class accommodations for 
a second-class price. In England, the railway hotels, as a rule, 
are excellent, and travellers need not avoid them on principle, 
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as one does here. They are owned and managed by the railway 
companies, and as the road is so they are. 

Food^ — ^Our country is, of all the world, the land of good food, 
cheap, plenty, and in rich variety. There is no European coun- 
try that can begin to compare with us in this blessing, and the 
American stranger abroad must expect for a time to really suffer 
for the want of his. accustomed luxuriance of table. The poverty 
of an English hotel breakfast-table is something inexplicable, — 
sole bacon and chops is the same dreary fare all the kingdom 
over and every day in the year. Although true to her tradi- 
tional reputation u)r grand roasts of beef and generous legs of 
mutton, England does not have at all the sirloin steak, the high- 
est American conception of beef. Nor has she game in our sense 
and use of it. Coffee is never good at a British public table ; 
the tea, however, is generally excellent and superior to ours. 
Coffee in France is always good and tea poor. In Italy, at a 
provincial inn, both are looked on as curiosities, and served as 
such if one is erratic enough to call for them. 

The severe meagreness of an English or Continental table is, 
however, in its fruit and vegetables. They simply do not have 
them at all as we know them. At the private tables of those 
classes whose tastes are cultivated and somewhat cosmopolitan 
there is some provision of vegetables ; the fruit, however, will 
be only a miniature dessert course. At an English public table 
one gets a rigid and unvarying allowance of-just two vegetables, 
— ^always the same, — ^potatoes and Brussels sprouts. These are 
invariably set before one at every inn without the least change, 
even when the green- grocers' stand in the same street may have 
onions, beans, cabbage, and others of our coarser and plainer 
vegetables in reasonable plenty for sale. J have had them some- 
times, but it was only on a special order and after serious con- 
sultation with the inn authorities. Fruit is rarely in the house, 
and if a peach, or bunch of grapes, or cherries are at last pro- 
duced, it is at the price of a peck or bushel of them here. 

It is this lack of fruits and vegetables, and the consequent 
want of their acidulous contribution to the blood, which, I think, 
makes Europe a wine-drinking land. The body demands this 
acid for the proper working of the system, and gets it in the 
wine. We get it in the fruit and vegetables we consume so 
largely and continuously. This same reasoning goes to show 
that we will never be a wine-drinking country, — at least while 
our present affluence in this kind of food exists. Our luxuriance 
of tropical fruit — ^bananas, oranges, citrons — ^is absolutely un- 
known to the common table of England. 

Hotel Expenses. — As a whole, the hotel expenses in England 
and in the larger cities of the Continent are much heavier than 
with us. The attendance is better, and more personal and indi- 
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yidual to each guest, but the provision and accommodations are 
more limited in their range. Even at plain country inns in 
snch places as Reading, Chester, York, Carlisle, one must spend 
sixteen to twenty shillings per day, and then take rather plain 
meats. The best hotels in the same kind of towns iu this 
country would not cost over $2.50 to $3. The whole hotel 
life and management is so different here and abroad that it is 
difficult to institute any direct comparison of expenses, but it is 
safe to say that there is not in any large city of all Europe any 
hotel where one can get the accommodations of the St. George, 
in Philadelphia, the Windsor, in New York, or the Grand Pa- 
cific, in Chicago, for their moderate prices, or for anything like 
them. In the provincial towns of France and Italy, however^ 
the hotels are good and very moderate,— two or three dollars 
covering all expenses, including a wine something better than 
the ordinaire. 

Guides^ voids de place, etc. — If you have any knowledge at 
all of the language of the country you are in, or a slight amount 
of self-reliance, avoid guides altogether, and especially those 
ghastly, flaccid, half-alive creatures who start out from behind 
columns and dark recesses in old churches or dog your steps in 

Gateways and porches. It is better to miss some things than to 
ave everything spoiled by the disagreeable presence and inces- 
sant, unintelligent, parrot^like recitation of a mendicant guide. 
If you are rushing through any town in a few hours, it may be 
necessary to employ a guide to find your way and economize 
your minutes ; but if you have reasonable time, any intelligent 
man can readily see everything for himself with the aid of his 
hand-book. Wherever you take a professional guide you lose 
absolutely the impression and associations of the place. 

77ie red books. — There is no greater saving in travelling — 
saving of time, money, fatigue, temper, and opportunity — than 
that which is made m the procuring of good guide- or hand- 
books. It is economy to be extravagant in the way of buying 
them. 

In the English and French provincial towns which one may 
want to see thoroughly one always finds two or three local guides, 
— shilling or two-franc pamphlets. It is best to buy them all. 
Each will be likely to have some feature worth its cost. 

The very beat of foreign-edited guide-books as a series are 
Baedeker'' s. They are wonderfully minute and explicit, giving 
a street-plan of nearly all towns of any size or interest, and 
going into the detail of expenses of cabs, tramways, hotels, 
rooms, lights, fires, restaurants, etc., in each town, and also of 
railway fares. The series now covers pretty much the travelled 
world, excepting our own country. They are very honest and 
upright in their editorship. I have always found their informa- 
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t'oa reliable, and necer detected any evidences of Itlnck id ailing 
or advertiBing in the test, which ia more than can bo said of a 
^uod man^ haad-bootH. They are nlso portable, — a lery eaaeu- 
tial reqiUBite, — and reasoDable in price. 

Boeoefcer't Beriee have uho (he advanttiKC of being puhliahed 
in Frenoh and German ns well aa Engiiah, and hjff-"'-- '■■- 
edition in one of these tongues one can perfect hiu 
foreign language in uHin<: them. 

Slacl^M guides are goiid in their excellent pictures 
rivers, and scenery, fine wood-engravings of gwid d 
finish, I have never nsed their text. 

Murray's series are elaborate and crowded with n 
rather undigested and heavy. They eeem to auit tli 
traveller better than the American or Continental. 

The Satchel Guide, issued froni Boston, is an admii 
work for Americana who want to make n hurried tw 
months' run over Europe. It ia scholarly and prat 
aiao thoroughly honorable and trustworthy in its inf< 

Whitaker's Almanac, large edition, is an almost i 
ble companion for anyone travelling in England* 
to make an intelligent stud; of the country as he g 
and to acquaint himaelf with its higher interests, mat 
government, form of society, diplomatic relations, et 
be had anywhere in London. 

The Sportsman's Guide, an established British pi 
is invaluable as a directory of private estntes, and ( 
and fishing leaaea over England and Scotland. 

John Bellowa' English-French and French-£ng!i( 
dictionary ia, in some mechanicOii regpeuta, the moiit 
book ever published, and the very best thing to be i 
way of a travelling dictionary of the languages. T)i 
in French, for instance, are all jtistinguished by typ 
nine word, wherever uaed, being pnnted in Italic. M 
things are thus preaented at once to the eye by the u) 
graphical signs. The condensation of incidental Info 
also something admirable. It ia a volume of only a 
or three — incnea in size, bound in fine flexible m 
pocket use, rich in excellent miniature maps and 
worked-out tables ; coats fifteen shillings, but ia ampl; 

In visiting in Italy there are numerous French an 
works of travel which it is desirable to get and read. 
only reads up the country thus, but enjoys the ndvant 
same time of seeing it through French or German ep' 
welt as hia own, and of studying the French or Oerman mind 
in the same act with the Italian character. You make thus & 
comparative study of three or four nationalities instead of one. 
This proceaa can be reversed, of course, according to what 



440 APPENDIX, 

country one is in, as all the European countries with literatures 
have written of one another. The newspapers of each land and 
city are also very useful in the way of letting one rapidly into 
the current life of the country. 

Learning Languages, — It is a common impression that foreign 
languages can be *^ picked up" en rotite as an incident of travel. 
Adult travellers^ I tnink, will find this a mistake, and their ina- 
bility to do this will be in proportion to their intelligence and 
mental vigor. The education of travel is a higher one than that 
of the grammar book, and the mind has too much on hand to 
grasp with interest the small detail of words and idiomatic rules ; 
and unless it does grasp them with vigor there is no retention 
of them. One can study history, politics, social science, on a 
flying tour, but hardly languages. 

TraveUing-parties, — All over Europe the cab, hansom, or 
▼oiture is hired by the course or the hour, as you please, but 
you pay for the use of the whole cab, and not wr the number 
of persons carried, as often with us. The ordinary vehicles 
have seats for either two or four. It costs, therefore, as much 
for one person as for two, for three as for four. The fee, also, 
at a gallery, palace, or museum on the Continent for one will 
do for two, and a party of four would pay the same as three. 
In dining, also, a whole bottle of wine costs a trifle less than 
two hal^bottles, and is better ; and in the restaurants, as in 
our clubs at home, two can make a better and cheaper dinner 
by ordering a number of courses of one portion than either 
could by ordering separately. 

A single gentleman en route pays also about as much to the 
servants at the hotels — ^gar^ons, chambermaids, concierge, etc. 
— as he would if accompanied by a wife. 

Two or four is, therefore, an economical party of travel. 

Shopping, — ^As to shopping, which holds such a prominent 
place in the minds of intending travellers, all idea of it had 
better be abandoned at once. With the exception of certain 
local specialties, some of which are noted farther on, the Ameri- 
can will get everything cheaper and better in his own country 
than abroad. I do not mean, to say that there is nothing in 
Europe which we do not have in our home stores at the same 
rates. In London and Paris there are unquestionably many 
articles sold cheaper than our best stores can afford to offer 
them, but the stranger will not get them. There is one price 
for home customers and another for "foreigners" all over 
Europe. 

As a rule, the American can do better by purchasing at home, 
where he is known and where it is the merchant's interest to 
retain his custom, than by venturing among the sharpers of 
strange towns. 
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There are certain special centres worth mentioning, however, 
which are the homes of certain manufactures, where really 
good articles may be had very cheap, and where the articles 
themselves have some additional value as mementos. For 
instance, Oxford is the best place in the world to buy Bibles, — 
the King James's version ; Dieppe for ivory-carving, crosses, 
bracelets, card-cases, hair-brusnes, etc., etc., in wonderful 
variety of designs and wonderfully cheap, as the carving is 
a small home industry, whole families working all the year 
round in their own dwellings at this labor and selling their work 
in their little village homes; Genoa for silver filigree-work and 
velvets ; Venice for its wonderful colored glassware and beauti- 
ful toys ; the Swiss towns for wood-carving, but the wood is apt 
to warp in our dry climate ; Naples for raw-silk clothing ; Pisa 
for small marbles and casts ; Inverness for Scotch tweeds : Dub- 
lin for ulsters and Irish linens ; Berlin for amber ornaments; 
Italy for coral ; Scotland for pebble and cairngorm jewelry ; 
Brussels for laces; silks and velvets from the ^^ Lyons looms;" 
London for India shawls and goods, if you cannot get to India ; 
Paris and Naples for kid gloves. 

Gratuities^ fees^ vails'. — A pettj but endless trouble of the 
traveller in Europe for the first time is the matter of gratuities. 
You give a trifle all the time to every one who does you the 
least service. Even for an apparently friendly woVd of infor- 
mation on the street you are expected to pay m this way. In 
England it is " a tip ;" in France, the pour-ooire ; in Italy, ftwono 
fnanuj — " the good hand;" in Germany it is trinkgeld, — "drink 
moniey ;" in the East b<ickshish. It is not much money in any 
one instance, but foots up pretty well after an active day's 
work. The practical trouble, however, is to know what to give. 
The inhabitants and the servants themselves know exactly 
what they are entitled to, for it is a matter of right just as much 
as any other charge, although the amount is never fixed or 
published in any written form for the information of strangers. 
They must learn it by experience. 

We, as a rule, to whom the European measures are new, give 
too much. Englishmen of rank and wealth complain that 
Americans raise the costs of travel wherever they go. 

For the gratuity to cab-drivers, waiters at restaurants, etc., 
the recognized European usage is in England one penny for every 
shilling spent in faire or at the table, and in France and Italy 
two sous for every franc spent. This rule disposes of a large 
portion of the cases. 

For porters, twopence in England and two sous on the Conti- 
nent for every piece of luggage handled, if it is only to carry it 
across a pavement. An umbrella or a shawl is a piece as well 
as a truuK. The driver of an omnibus cab, or fiacre, as a point 
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of etiquette and out of professional consideration for the porters, 
will refose to touch a piece of luggage himself,— even to lift it 
from three feet away into his vehicle. 

Visiting at private houses of the upper classes in England the 
servants expect their tips in gold doin if your stay is over a day 
or two. The smallest English gold coin is a ten-shilling piece, 
— $2.50. Tou fee the footman who attends your hedroom ; the 
maid, if you have ladies, who serves their chambers ; the butler 
who has charge of the dining-room and force of waiters ; the 
keeper, if you hunt: the groom you use if you ride, or the head 
of tne stables if there are several ; and generally any servant 
chat you specially use. One soon learns by intuition how to 
grade these fees according to the rank of the servant and the 
length of his visit The guard on a gentleman's stage-coach 
running on a line of travel expects a half-crown ; the guard on 
a public coach something less, — about a shilling. 

On first-class ocean-steamers the gratuities- are much analo- 
gous to those in a gentleman's house. The steward who waits 
on you at the table and the one who attends your state-room 
will each expect a fee in gold — ten shillings, $2.50, at least-— 
from a single passenger, a pound if you have baths brought into 
your room every morning, are particular about having your 
wines warmed or iced, or, in short, use the servants up to their 
full capacity. When the passage is $60 to $75 or less, these fees 
are less, — about one-hali of the figures above. The " Boots" 
also looks to be remembered, — about one-half the amount given 
the steward. 

There is an aristocratic affectation in the use of coin in Eng- 
land. The fashionable world always gives its charities and 
subscriptions in guineas and not pounds, and in return its pet 
tradesmen and swell shops always charge in guineas for their 
wares or work. The difference is just one shilling on the pound, 
the pound being twenty shillings, the guinea twenty-one. There 
is no guinea coin. In its smaller tips, too, fashion uses the half- 
crown, and not the two-shilling florin. I confess that to myself, 
a stranger, the florin was always a particularly objectionable 
and low-bred looking coin, although I could never understand 
the reason of the prejudice. 

The expense of this gratuity business in ordinary travel is, 
in general, rather exaggerated. The sums given are very small, 
and you get a great deal for tbem, a willing, perfect, and kindly 
service which you do not get in our country at all. To the trav- 
eller the custom is an annoyance rather than a burden.. It must 
he borne in mind that for the most part in foreign lands these 
fees are not largess or bounty, but a right, — the regular wages 
for specific labor performed. The p orter or gar^on or driver 
has a right to them and from you. And in the matter of impo* 
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eition these persons are fully as much sinned ngfunat us Binning. 
No one irho nas travelled much hut hns noticed again and again 
outwardly respectahle enough looking people attempting to steiil 
awaj from servants or evade the proper tariff of drivers and 

The 'worst feature of the whole huEiness is the demoralization 
and want of self-respect which it engenders on Che part of the 
olasses who receive their compensation in this wa; as a gratuity, 
and not aa wages. Persons in the habit of accepting gratuities 
and doing their aervioe for these are certainly not in fit training 
for the independent respon si hill ties of citizenship, and in this 
■ view tlje custom, which, without its European foundation of 
right, is creeping into this country, has a special social interest 

The habit of accepting bounties degrades, demoralizes, and 
unmans the recipient, and that fairly -earned compensation should 
be systematically paid in this way — that whole classes should 
be forced to receive their return lor their labor in (his buinili- 

) thoroughly 

pervades the European life. It is sad to think that a very great 
portionof the people of Great Britain and Europe do now receive 
their wages in this way, look for it. and feel no humiliation in 
the transaction. You can hardly insult anybody across the 
water hy an offer of anything, no matter what appears to be 
his or their official position. I have given a ehillinf; in London 
to uniformed policemen and a franc in Paris to magnifirent- 
looktDg hotel managers. A Philadelphia acquaintance in Lon- 
don had several hundred dollars brought to him from his hanhing- 
house — one of the largest there — by a clerk iif the establishment, 
and the nattily-dressed young gentleman asked for a shilling 
for his services. Imagine the consequences of offering ten cents 
to a conductor on the Pennsylvania Railway who had shown 
you to your seat in the car and given you information as to 
when to get out ; yet this is done all over England every day, 
and the middle-aged uniformed and respectable-iooking guard 
hangs around stickily till be gets his sixpence. 

There is nothing, on the whole, for which one may feel prouder 
of our country, in contrast with others, than the moral stamina 
and self-respect of the American employee, who would ref=ent 
as an indignity the gratuity for which the European begs. That 
legendary fellow-countryman of ours spoke out of a full heart 
and with a just national pride, who, homewaid bound, from the 
bridge of his Liverpool steamer, addressed the crowded wharf: 
"If there is any man, woman, or child on this island to whom 
I have not yet given a shilling, now is the time to speak." 



